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DEDICATION 


This volume is not dedicated to anybody in par- 
ticular. The author approached several of his most 
intimate friends and offered to dedicate it to each 
in turn, but they all stated that they were too busy 
trying to live down mistakes which they have al- 
ready made in their pasts. 

Thus it is that the book goes to press without 
being dedicated to any one, a proceeding which is 
not regular and which we very much regret. 

Should old Vox Populi ever again demand a com- 
panion piece to this work we should immediately, 


before compiling it, advertise as follows: 


WANTED — Volunteers are called for by the 
undersigned who desires to dedicate a book to 
the one who is best qualified for the job. 
Notoriety guaranteed. oO experience neces- 
sary. You can do the work in your own home. 
Recommendations not demanded. Heartfelt 

titude will be paid to the right party. 
lease send photo and lock of hair with a rear 
tion. Address— Author of ‘Stealthy Steve, 
the Six-Eyed Sleuth— His Quest of the Big 
Blue Diamond.” 


om 
pe cule- 


PUBLISHERS’ NOTE 
BEES ee eS 


The Publishers desire to express their 
thanks to Txr Boston Post, in the 
columns of which newspaper STEALTHY 
Srrve received his first introduction to 
the reading public, for permission to pub- 
lish in book form The Great Detective’s 


Quest of the Big Blue Diamond 


Boston : OcToBER : 1904 


F O R E W O R_D 


It was not the author’s primary intention to make 
any prefatory remarks concerning this book, al- 
though he is well aware that it is customary for all 
great literary achievements which are launched forth 
upon a world that is not looking, to be accompanied 
by a few words of introduction. 

I did not at first think this work needed an intro- 
duction, but some of my friends to whom I proudly 
read a few advance proofs think otherwise. These 
friends declare they never before read their like and 
never expect to again if fate is kind to them. They 
urged me to write a preface — they told me that in 
their opinion I ought to set down a few words say- 
ing that I am sorry for what I have done —a brief 
apology to the public, or something of that sort, and 
it is due to the pressure thus brought to bear upon 
us that this foreword appears here. 

Far be it from me to boast and brag as some 
authors would do, about the merits of this volume. 
There are many germs of genius scattered here and 
there through the book, but my modesty will not 
allow me to gloat over that factin coldtype. There 
are also numerous hair-raising (see footnote No. 1) 
passages which alone are well worth the price of ad- 
mission to its pages. In a nutshell, the chief merits 
of this work consist mainly in its unswerving fidelity 

6 


FE oO r te) w oO r ri | 
PL CE EL BRE SI YE TG I RES 


to nature, its deep heart interest and the thickening 
which the author has introduced into the plot from 
time to time. 

This work is not sold on the 2-cents-a-day instal- 
ment plan like histories or encyclopedias — the price 
is spot cash on the spot (see footnote No. 2). 
Copies of this work purchased on the above condi- 
tions are not redeemable by the publishers or author 
in cash after they have been read. In other words 
it would be useless to ask for your money back — 
we would only jeer at you. 

On the other hand no responsibility is assumed in 
placing this book upon the market. All who buy 
and read it do so at their own risk, and both the 
author and the publishers are hereby absolved from 
damage claims brought against them of whatsoever 
nature. 

In conclusion this book is published to fill a long- 
felt want — on the part of the author. The present 
stringency of the money market combined with the 
high prices of food-stuffs, together with the scarcity 
of a steady job, have all contributed to the inspira- 
tion which has wrought out this literary triumph. 


THE AUTHOR 


Footnott No. 1—‘‘Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth,— His Quest of the Big Blue Diamond,”’ will not, 
of course, raise hairs where the hair follicles are entirely 
destroyed. Do not confuse this remedy with such tonics 
as ‘‘ Hope for the Bald,’’ ‘‘ Magic Hair Sprouter,’’ ‘‘ One- 
Night Hair Raiser,”’ etc. 

Footnotre No. 2 — Trading stamps are not given with 
this book. 


STEALTHY STEVE 


ILLS OQ USES OE Cee 
BIG BLUE DIAMOND 


CoS TAY SPY De O N E 


Stealthy Steve the Six-Eyed Sleuth is 
Consulted by Mile. Beaufort, an Actress. 
5d 


The door-bell rang violently. 

Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, sprang to 
his feet, and from sheer force of habit his hand 
traveled toward his pistol pocket. 

“Ha!” he exclaimed, “That’s somebody with a 
pull—perhaps it’s a ringer for me.” 

With a cat-like tread he crossed the room and 
laid his hand on the door-knob. 

Then he hesitated and turned pale. 

“What if the person who stands outside is a 
creditor!” he hissed between clenched teeth. 

The bare thought of such a contingency almost 
unnerved him, brave man though he was. 

He looked wildly about for some means of dis- 
guise. 

He could have baffled recognition and covered 
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Stealthy Steveis Consulted 


his identity by crawling under the center table, but 
it seemed a cowardly thing to do, and he abandoned 
it. 

No, he would face the music. 

He was accustomed to facing great perils, and 
this instance should be no exception. 

He would meet the visitor unaided and alone. 

Readjusting his terrified countenance the great 
detective threw open the door. 

A charming woman, handsomely gowned, stood 
before him. 

“Good morning,” she began in a melodious 
voice; “is this the residence of Stealthy Steve, the 
Six-Eyed Sleuth ?” 

“It is, madame.” 

“Are you It?” 

“Stealthy Steve at your service, madame—won’t 
you come in?” 

“With pleasure,” she purred, “if the limit is not 
too high.” 

Thereupon she crossed the threshold and the six- 
eyed sleuth waved her majestically to a seat. 

“Now, madame,” he began, “what can I do for 
you? I see there is something distresses you?” 

“You are right,” she replied; “it’s my shoes— 
they’re too tight, but that is not what I came to 
consult you about. To begin with, I am an 
actress—” 

“One moment, please, did you ever take any- 
thing for it?” interrupted the great detective as he 
began making copious notes in a memorandum 
book. 

ie T am an actress,” she repeated, not heeding 
the interruption, “and my name is Mademoiselle 
Heloise Beaufort. You have doubtless heard 
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of me; last year when business was dull I brought 
suit against a chemical company for using my pho- 
tograph to advertise a new brand of scrubbing soap. 
Yesterday, I met with an inestimable loss.” 

“You don’t mean —!” 

“T mean that unless you can restore to me what 
I have lost my happiness is blighted forever.” 


“Taman actress,” she repeated, not hecding the interruption. 


“What have you lost?” gasped Stealthy Steve; 
“speak, woman—in Heaven’s name, speak—quick!” ° 

“Then listen; THE BIG BLUE DIAMOND 
HAS BEEN STOLEN FROM ME!” 

“Stolen ?” 

“Stolen !” 

“Swiped ?” 

“Swiped!” 

“When?” 

“Yesterday.” 

“By whom?” 

“You can search me.” 

“Do you mean to say that some fiend in human 
form took this gem when you were not looking ?” 

“That’s what I mean.” 
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Stealthy Steve is Consulted 


“This is horrible,” moaned the great detective as 
the cold beads of perspiration stood out on his mas- 
sive brow. “Have you advertised for help ?” 

“No, advertising costs money, and help is scarce 
—I came direct to you.” 

“Very well, Miss Beaufort,” said Stealthy Steve, 
“go right ahead and give me all the facts in the 
case.” : 
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Sad Recital of the Loss of the Big Blue 
Diamond by Mademoiselle Beaufort. 


ad 


As Stealthy Steve waited for Mlle. Beaufort to 
tell him the story, she was suddenly overcome with 
grief, and large, sparkling tears filled her violet eyes 
and dropped over on their long, silky lashes. 

This irrepressible display of grief on the part of 
Mile. Beaufort almost unnerved Stealthy Steve, 
although he was a brave man; she was so beautiful 
that it gave him a pain to see her weep thus. Reach- 
ing forward, he took one of her fair hands in his, 
and held it a little while; he would have held it 
longer, but his wife was in the next room, and her 
close presence deterred him. 

Presently Mile. Beaufort “came out of it,” so to 
speak, and in a voice saturated with tears told 
the great detective the circumstances relative to 
the disappearance of the Big Blue Diamond as fol- 
lows: 

“The Big Blue Diamond was of inestimable 
worth,” she began, “not merely because of its intrin- * 
sic value, but also because of the romance and his- 
tory surrounding it. I should, perhaps, state that 
this gem was found in South Africa in the begin- 
ning of the seventeenth century, and was not manu- 
factured at a New Jersey glass factory, as my 
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enemies have said. It was sold to a Persian mon- 
arch, who caused it to be cut and polished to a high 
degree of perfection. It then shone with a peculiar 
bluish brilliancy of 8000 candle power, and weighed 
two pounds and seventeen ounces. 

“The Big Blue Diamond remained a boasted pos- 
session in the house of a long line of Persian rulers 


But, Alas, it was gone! 


gone! 


gone! 


until the close of the last century, having been 
handed down through many generations. The name 
of the last monarch to possess it is Half-fed 
Bedammit, the present governor of a Persian 
Province. 

“While playing the Keith circuit in Persia during 
the summer of 1903 I sang, by special request, be- 
fore Half-fed Bedammit, who presented me with 
the Big Blue Diamond, and. 

“Pardon me,” interrupted Stealthy Steve, who up 
to this point had listened with intense interest. 
“Did Half-fed give you the diamond to make you 
‘stop singing, or merely as a mark of his esteem? 
This is important ?” 
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“He gave me the diamond because he liked my 
voice,” went on Mlle. Beaufort, “but afterwards he 
regretted his action, and asked me to return the 
gem, which I refused to do. Thereupon he swore 
that he would recover it, even at the cost of his life 
and mine. I fled to America, bringing the diamond 
with me, and treasured it more than any other 
earthly possession, until yesterday—until yester- 
day!” 

Here Mlle. Beaufort’s eyes grew moist again, and 
she began to grope for her smelling salts. 

“Yesterday,” she went on, tearfully, “I was to 
have been wedded to Jack Hathaway, clubman and 
all around thoroughbred (See footnote No. 1) of 
New York. The hour for the tying of the nuptial 
knot arrived. I had, of course, decided to wear the 
Big Blue Diamond in my hands during the cere- 
mony, and had temporarily used the gem to prop 
open the door of my boudoir while I donned my 
wedding gown. As I started down to the carriage, 
I stooped to pick up the Big Blue Diamond, but, 
alas, it was gone!—gone!—gone!” (See footnote 
No. 2.) 


Footnotes No.1. The author of this work regrets exceedingly 
that he isunable to present here the pedigree of Jack Hathaway. 
The author is by no means sure that Jack Hathaway has a pedigree, 
he is merely taking Mlle, Beaufort’s word for it. 


Footnote No. 2. The reader will notice that the word “ gone” 
is repeated here three times. As a matter of fact the Big Blue 
Diamond was “ gone’”’ only once; the repetition is made merely for 
the sake of emphasis. 
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Stealthy Steve Accompanies Mlle. Beaufort to 
New York, and Incidently, Saves a Few Lives. 
&* 


Stealthy Steve at once prepared to accompany 
Mlle. Beaufort to New York, and there begin his 
quest of the Big Blue Diamond which had so mys- 
teriously disappeared. He accordingly summoned 
Genevieve, his wife, and his children, seven in num- 
ber, and bade them an affecting and affectionate 
farewell. He told his wife as she clung to him that 
he knew not when he might return to her again, 
if ever, so desperate was his calling, but for her to 
keep a brave heart, and if at the end of two years 
he did not show up, he told her to consider herself 
a widow, and to govern herself accordingly. He 
even hinted that in such case, if Genevieve should 
run across a man who would be willing to marry 
her and support her and the children in the man- 
ner to which they had been accustomed it would 
perhaps be better for her to accept the proposition. 

Stealthy Steve kissed Genevieve a last good-bye, 
and having ordered four trunks of disguises to fol- 
low him he entered a carriage with Miss Beaufort, 
and was driven rapidly off toward the railway sta- 
tion. 

If the great detective had known at that moment 
the snares and pitfalls which lay ahead—if he had 
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known that to unravel the deep, dark mystery that 
he had undertaken, he would have to enter the 
yawning jaws of death itself, he would have trem- 
bled, brave man though he was. But he did not 
know what he would soon be up against, so he 
_ Jaughed and talked and joked about the weather in 
a vain effort to cheer up Mlle. Beaufort, who was 
downcast and tearful over the loss of the Big Blue 
Diamond. 
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But he gritted his te 


Nothing worth mentioning happened during the 
journey to New York; not even a railway wreck 
occurred to vary the monotony. Arriving at the 
metropolis, Mlle. Beaufort and Stealthy Steve were 
at once driven to her apartments. 

These consisted of a suite on the fourth floor of 
a swell private hotel. Entering the elevator on the 
ground floor, both were soon whirling upward 
swiftly and noiselessly. | Suddenly, without the 
slightest warning, and just as the car was on a level 
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with the fourth floor, the elevator cable broke, and 
the car, with its load of human freight, started on 
its mad plunge down the shaft toward the basement. 

This accident was very annoying to the occupants 
of the car. 

Most of them looked bored. 

Heloise Beaufort threw her arms around Stealthy 
Steve’s neck and shrieked: “Oh fudge, we are lost!” 

Disengaging himself reluctantly, the clever sleuth 
looked about him to see what could be done. The 
ear still shot downward, gathering velocity at every 
shoot. 

Glancing upward, Stealthy Steve saw that the 
roof of the car-cage in which they were prisoners 
consisted merely of iron bars no more than an inch 
thick. 

Removing his hat, the Six-Eyed Sleuth placed it 
on the floor beside him. Then he crouched quickly 
and jumped upward with all his might. When the 
top of the detective’s head struck the iron bars, they 
were shattered and broken apart by the terrible 
impact. 

It was only an instant’s work for Stealthy Steve 
to climb through the hole he had butted through 
the top of the car. Once on top, he seized the flying 
cable-end and braced his feet against the sides of 
the shaft. The weight of the car and the passen- 
gers in it like to have jerked Steve’s arms out by 
the roots, but he gritted his teeth and held on 
grimly until he had brought the car to a standstill, 
within two inches of the basement floor, where 
otherwise, he would have been smashed to smither- 
eens and the passengers dashed to death. 

There he held it suspended in mid-air until the 
passengers were all out; then he lowered it gently 
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to the floor, and, climbing from the elevator shaft, 
met Mlle. Beaufort coming down the stair with 
his hat in her hand. 

“You are a brave man, Stealthy Steve,” she said, 
sweetly, handing over his chapeau. “Didn’t you 
hurt your head when you butted into the situa- 
tion ?” 

“Well, it gave me a slight headache,” he replied, 
blushing, “but it is nothing, I assure you.” 

The actress and the sleuth then proceeded up- 
ward toward her apartments, where he was to look 
for clews that would lead to the recovery of the 
Big Blue Diamond. 
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Stealthy Steve Meets Mudface Mike 
An Old Enemy, and Regrets it. 


* 


“This,” said Mlle. Beaufort, entering her apart- 
ments, with Stealthy Steve close upon her heels, 
“is the room from which the Big Blue Diamond 
so mysteriously disappeared. There,’ she con- 
tinued, “is the life-size mirror before which I stood 
when I put the finishing touches to my toilet ere 
leaving to wed Jack Hathaway—Oh, Jack, Jack, 
you have almost fractured my heart by your refusal 
to marry me! And here,’ went on the actress, “is 
the exact spot on the rug where I placed the Big 
Blue Diamond to prop open the door.” 

As she indicated the spot with her tiny foot, 
Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, fell upon his 
knees, and, pulling a four-horse power magnifying 
glass from his pocket, examined the rug critically. 
Nothing but the heaving of Mlle. Beaufort’s bosom 
disturbed the dense silence which the great detect- 
ive was the first to break: 

“Ah-ha!” he suddenly exclaimed, “I have found 
something!” 

“What is it? Speak—quick!” cried the actress. 

“A hairpin!” shouted Stealthy Steve, holding up 
his ghastly find in triumph. Then he again bent 
over the spot to look for further clues. 
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“Hah!” he again exclaimed, “here are two more 
most important clues!” 

Mile. Beaufort bent over him in great agitation. 
“What are they?” she gasped. 

“One is a spot in the rug from which a red fibre 
has been torn; my theory is that this fibre is now 
clinging to a nail in the boot-sole of the person 
who swiped the Big Blue Diamond. The other clue 
is yet more vital—it is a single hair from the head 
of a dark man with an evil face and deep-set eyes, 
who would not scruple to do murder if human life 
stood in the way of his plans; he is also left-handed 
and walks pigeon-toed; he is 27 years old, and 
smokes cigarettes. (See footnote.) 

“Now,” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, rising, “to find 


the owner of this hair! Once we locate him we will + 
have in our fell clutch the villain who stole the Big - 


Blue Diamond. There is no time to lose, Miss 
Beaufort; I must follow this trail before it cools 
off. I hope to have some important news for you 
ere the sun goes down; until then, au revoir!” 
Saying this, Stealthy Steve dashed from Mlle. 
Beaufort’s apartments. 
( This represents the dash 


+) 

Before reaching the street, the great detective 
pinned a $1 note on the lapel of his coat, thus dis- 
guising himself as a millionaire. Scarcely had he 
emerged before he met a tall, dark man walking 
hurriedly past. 

“Pardon me,” said Stealthy Steve, stopping the 
stranger, and holding up the hair he had found in 


_ .FootnotTs. Stealthy Steve is acknowledged to be the greatest 
living authority on the subject of “‘ Hairology,” twenty years of his 
life having been devoted toits study. He has collected and classi- 
fied over 5,000 specimens of human hair, enough to fill twelve mat- 
tresses and forty-nine sofa pillows. Fromasingle strand he is able 
to accurately read the owner’s fortune, AUTHOR. 
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Stealthy Steve Meets Mudface Mike 


Mlle. Beaufort’s boudoir, “but does this hair belong 
to you?” 

The stranger at once removed his hat, and passed 
his hand over his head in evident alarm. Then he 
replied with great relief: 

“No, my hair is still in its place.” 

Turning away, whom should the Six-Eyed Sleuth 
meet but Mudface Mike, a desperate criminal whom 
Stealthy Steve had once sent to Sing Sing. This 
low-lived felon had been sore at the great detect- 
ive, and had sworn revenge. 


No, my hair is still in its place. 


“At last,” cried Mudface Mike, “you are in my 
power!” 

“Stand off!” hissed Stealthy Steve, reaching for 
his six-shooter. 

But, alas, he was too late. Mudface Mike 
whipped out a murderous knife, and springing on 
Stealthy Steve with the ferocity of a tiger, thrust 
the glittering blade deep into his heart. 

As Stealthy Steve sank down, Mudface Mike 
slunk away in the crowd and escaped. 
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Stealthy Steve Does a Little Foot-Work, 
and Digs up a Clue or Two. 
* 


Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, lay quietly 
in the street where he had been felled by Mudface 
Mike. In a brief space a large crowd surrounded 
his inert form. Presently a police officer peered 
around the corner of an alleyway, and, assuring 
himself that the fight was over, rushed boldly for- 
ward, and pushing the curious crowd aside, stood 
over the great detective. 

“Dead as a mackerel,” said the policeman with a 
yawn. Then he stepped to agmearby patrol box and 
rang a hurry call for an ambulance. 

Suddenly, Stealthy Steve sat up and looked 
around him in some amazement; then he brushed 
the dust from his clothes and picked up his hat. 
Like a flash his encounter with Mudface Mike came 
back to him, and looking in the region of his heart 
he was horrified to see that Mudface Mike had left 
the long knife imbedded to the hilt in his breast. 

The crafty sleuth knew that this knife would 
interfere with his heart action so long as he per- 
mitted it to remain stuck through that organ. He 
also suspected that Mudface Mike had not disin- 
fected the knife before using it on him; Mudface 
Mike was very careless of his surgical tools that way. 
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In view of these facts the great detective sprang 
to his feet, seized the knife by the handle, and, with 
a mighty effort, pulled it from his person. 

“That feels better!” quoth the Six-Eyed Sleuth, 
casting the knife from him. Then as the ambu- 
lance dashed up, Stealthy Steve cried: “Here comes 
an automobile!” The crowd scattered in terror, and 
the clever sleuth, taking advantage of the excite- 
ment, slipped away. 

Stealthy Steve’s next move in his quest of the 


He said he was going to take it to Persia with him. 


Big Blue Diamond was to begin a systematic search 
of all the pawnbrokers’ shops of New York. He 
thought possibly the thief might have been hard up 
for ready cash and pawned the costly gem. He 
entered shop after shop until the day was far spent, 
but his efforts were unrewarded. 

At length there remained only one shop to be 
visited. The sleuth entered the place, and accosted 
the proprietor, a Mr. Solomon, with whom he had 
had previous dealings. 
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“Good evening, Uncle,” began the detective. 

“Hello, Mister Six-Eyes, don’t you vant a loan?” 

“No, but tell me, Mr. Solomon, did any one pawn 
a Big Blue Diamond here within the last twenty- 
four hours ?” 

“No, he didn’t vant to pawn id—all he vanted was 
to get a case to carry id inside.” 

“Then the thief has been here! How long ago? 
And you saw the diamond? Was it big and blue 
and—speak, man—dquick, for heaving’s sake, 
speak!” 

“Sure I saw id—id vas a peach; I vanted to give 
him two tollers on id, but he refused me; all he 
vanted vas a case to carry id in—he said he vas 
going to take id to Persia with him, and vould leave 
on de first train.” 

“Ah-ha!” shrieked Stealthy Steve. “At last I 
am on the right trail!” 
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Stealthy Steve Gets a Billet 
Doux from “Bill, The Bite.” 


x 


When Stealthy Steve left the pawnshop of Mr. 
Solomon he carried with him an accurate descrip- 
tion of the man who had displayed the Big Blue 
Diamond to the pawnbroker, that he might pur- 
chase a case in which to carry it. 

Hailing a passing cab, the great detective directed 
the driver to reach the apartments of Mlle. Heloise 
Beaufort in the quickest possible time, and the 
vehicle rattled away over the cobblestones at the 
rate of about forty hours to the mile. 

Reaching his destination the same day, Stealthy 
Steve sprang nimbly up the four flights of stairs, 
and knocked at the actress’s door. She opened it at 
once, and, seeing it was Stealthy Steve who stood 
before her, in spite of his battered hat and dishev- 
elled appearance, exclaimed: 

“What news?” 

“The best,” said the detective, with a tremor of 
exultation in his voice. 

“Have you found the Big Blue Diamond?” she 
questioned feverishly. 

“First,” replied the cautious sleuth, “let me ask 
you if we are alone?” 

*Y es.” 
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“Are the windows all down?” 

“Yes, yes!” 

“You are sure our conversation will not be over- 
heard ?” 

“Absolutely sure!” 

“Then, listen: I have been to every pawnshop in 
the city; at the last one I learned that the man who 
stole the Big Blue Diamond had called earlier in 
the day, with the gem in his possession, and bought 


=ay 
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He scanned the note eagerly, and read the following words. 


a case in which to carry it. That man is by this 
time on his way to Persia!” 

“Half-fed Bedammit, that hideous Persian mon- 
arch, who gave me the Big Blue Diamond, is at the 
bottom of this!” shrieked Mlle. Beaufort, tearing 
her hair out by the handful. 

“So I suspect,” answered Stealthy Steve, “but I 
will yet jail Half-fed Bedammit, bedammit! I will 
recover the Big Blue Diamond or eat my six- 
shooter! I have sworn it!” 

With this terrible vow on his lips, the great 
sleuth arose and bade Heloise Beaufort farewell. 
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“Quo vadis?” she asked, in surprise, 

“I didn’t quite grab that,” replied Stealthy Steve, 
who understood with great fluency all tongues ex- 
cept the Hottentot; “Come again, please?” 

“T say, whither goest thou?” 

“To Persia!” cried Stealthy Steve, dashing from 
the room and slamming the door behind the dash. 

The great detective went down the steps six at a 
time; when he came to the lower flight he went 
down the entire flight at a time, alighting at the bot- 
tom principally on his head and shoulders. The 
stairway had been newly painted, and the janitor 
who passed Steve on the way down gently demurred, 
but the sleuth had no time to bandy words with 
this autocrat, so he hurried out into the night. 

He was just on the point of removing his false 
teeth in order to disguise himself, when a form 
passed him in the darkness, and thrust a piece of 
paper into his hand. When Steve reached the first 
street light he scanned the note eagerly, and read 
the following words: 

“Stealthy Steave, the 6-Ide Slooth, 


“Sur Yu are being wacht & if you doant stop hunting 


foar the Big Blue Dimund yu will bee a dedd man. 
‘BILL, THE BITE.” 
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Stealthy Steve Meets Bill, 
The Bite and Has a Little Fun. 


* 


“Now, wouldn’t that dislocate a man’s Adam’s 
apple!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve aloud, as he fin- 
ished reading the threatening note written by Bill, 
the Bite. “I wonder what interest my old acquaint- 
ance, William, can have in the Big Blue Diamond 
mystery. I'll have to look into this before I go to 
bed; if I don’t I won’t be able to sleep a wink. Yes, 
Pll hunt up Bill, and ask him right to his face what 
he knows about the Big Blue Diamond. He’ll prob- 
ably hem and haw about it, but it won’t do any 
harm to ask him.” 

Stealthy Steve boarded a passing street car, and 
told the conductor he wanted to get off as soon as 
the car reached the Tenderloin District. There- 
upon the conductor gave Stealthy Steve permission 
to get off wherever he d—d pleased, or words to 
that effect; he was a new conductor, and was very 
accommodating. When the street car reached the 
Tenderloin the foxy sleuth left it, as advertised, 
and entering a dark doorway, placed fresh cart- 
ridges in his six-shooter and honed up his carving 
knife, which he frequently used to whack off the 
heads of desperate criminals, on the sole of his 
boot. Next he put on a pair of blue goggles. 
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Thus disguised, he made his way cautiously to a 
nearby gambling joint, which he knew to be a favor- 
ite resort of Bill, the Bite, and entered by a side 
door. The wide, low-ceiled room was filled with a 
motley throng of men, upon whose faces vice had 
left its cruel lines. The air reeked with tobacco, 
the clink of glasses and the ring of coins which 
were hazarded by those who sat at the gaming 
tables. 

Casting his six eyes swiftly about the room, 
Stealthy Steve made out the massive proportions of 
Bill, the Bite at a table on the farther side of the 
room. The great detective sauntered over slowly, 
and, sitting down at the same table, ordered a 
Scotch highball. Steve apparently paid no atten- 
tion to Bill, the Bite, but all the time the sleuth 
watched him like a hawk out of the tail of his eye. 
Bill and another man were engaged at a game of 
“Pit,” with ten cents as a limit. Presently Bill 
whispered to the other man. Steve caught the word 
“easy mark,” and then Bill spoke to him: 

“Say, Goggles, d’youse want to make it a t’ree- 
handed game?” 

“Don’t care if I do,” replied Steve, pulling his 
chair closer to the table. The cards were dealt 
around, and Steve ordered a bottle of Maine whis- 
key. Bill hit the bottle frequently, and as the 
game progressed, his tongue loosened up amazingly; 
to tell the truth, Bill was not accustomed to drink- 
ing the Pine Tree product. At length Bill arose 
unsteadily, and said: 

“Well, fellersh, I musht be goin’—I gotter hunt 
up a man named Stealthy Steve, an’ when I find 
him—shay, when I find him I’m going to put hish 
lights out, see? F’l kill ’*im good, and dead, I get 
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a thoushand plunks—thash right; sport from Persia 
left th’? scads in th’ bank fer me, an’ when I kill 
Stealthy Steve all I gotter do is ter go an’ get ’em.” 

Having found out all he desired, Stealthy Steve 
was now minded to have a little fun, so he asked 
quietly: 

“Say, stranger, would you know Stealthy Steve 
if you were to see him?” 

“Betcher life I would!” exclaimed Bill, the Bite. 


N. B. — The above is a life-like portrait of the struggle in 
the dark between Stealthy Steve and Bill, The Bite. 


“Do I look like him?” persisted Stealthy Steve, 
tearing off his blue goggles. 

“Heresh where you die!” hissed Bill, the Bite, 
hurling himself upon the Six-Eyed Sleuth. 

The two men went down together, overturning 
the table as they fell. Instantly the room was in 
commotion. The combatants rolled over once, and 
Bill landed on top; the burly ruffian drew a long, 
keen knife, and was about to plunge it into Stealthy 
Steve’s heart, when, quick as a flash, the detective 
whipped out his six-shooter and fired! 

The well-aimed bullet severed the electric wire 
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against the ceiling which supplied the place with 
light. 

All became black as night instantly. 

Steve then nudged Bill in the ribs; Bill, being 
very ticklish, became convulsed with laughter, and 
released his hold; as Stealthy Steve sprang to his 
feet, Bill, the Bite, true to his name, caught one of 
the detective’s fingers in his mouth and bit it off. 

“Here, gimme back my finger!” yelled Stealthy 
Steve. Bill did not reply, and, reaching out in the 
darkness, Steve grabbed him, threw him to the 
floor, pried open his mouth, and removed the finger 
from between his teeth. 

Then the sleuth kicked the sash from the window 
and, jumping to the pavement, hurried to a near-by 
drug-store. 

There he purchased a bottle of glue, with which 
he stuck his finger back on. After the severed 
member had grown fast, Stealthy Steve noticed that 
he had glued it on upside down, so with an oath he 
again cut it off with his bowie knife, and made a 
good job of it the second time. Then he went to 
his hotel and retired, 
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Stealthy Steve Starts on a Long 
Journey Toward the Setting Sun. 
* 


When Stealthy Steve arose the next morning after 
his desperate conflict with Bill, the Bite, he rang for 
the hotel bell-boy, and ordered timetables of all the 
principal railway and steamship lines leading out 
of New York brought to him. Upon their arrival 
he sat down, and began to figure out a route to 
Persia. After studying schedules until he had a 
headache, Stealthy Steve decided to travel west- 
ward to San Francisco, and thence across the 
Pacific, touching at Hongkong, Singapore, thereon 
through the Strait of Malacca to Calcutta, and 
thence overland to Persia. (See Footnote.) 

Stealthy Steve selected this route, not because it 
was the nearest way to Persia, the native heath of 
Half-fed Bedammit, but because it offered more 
scenic attractions than the eastern or transatlantic 
route. 

Besides, Stealthy Steve was in no particular 
hurry; within a period of twenty-four hours he had 
collected all the data concerning the Big Blue Dia- 

Footnote. Stealthy Steve could have travelled from New York 
to Persia in a few hours by airship, but ever since he fell into the 
middle of the Atlantic ocean from a collapsed airship while running 
to earth Duke de Dummychump, in the famous “ Tracked to His 


Doom Case,” Steve has been suspicious of airship travel, and has 
made it a rule neverto use an airship unless in the greatest extremity 
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mond theft to be found in the States; the only 
thing now remaining for Stealthy Steve to do was 
to saunter by easy stages to Persia, and there lay 
his hand on the culprit. 

When Stealthy Steve once got his proper bear- 
ings on a case, the punishment of the guilty parties 
involved in it at once became as inevitable as the 
crack of doom. 

Stealthy Steve breakfasted hurriedly, and then, 
leaving his hotel in a closed cab, was rapidly driven 
to the Pennsylvania railway station in time to catch 
the first westbound train. Arranging himself com- 
fortably in the parlor car, he spread his notes care- 
fully before him, and became absorbed in a deep 
study of them as the train pulled out. With a sa- 
gacity and cunning born of many years’ experience, 
he properly classified the following facts: 

1.—The Big Blue Diamond was presented to 
Mlle. Heloise Beaufort, the American actress, by 
one Half-fed Bedammit, a Persian monarch, who 
was infatuated by her charms. 

2.—Later, Half-fed Bedammit regretted his ac- 
tion, and demanded the return of the gem, which 
demand Mlle. Beaufort refused to grant. There- 
upon, Half-fed took an oath that he would re- 
cover it. 

3.—This Big Blue Diamond was swiped from 
Mlle. Beaufort on the eve of her wedding to Jack 
Hathaway, who, on learning of its loss, refused to 
marry the actress. 

4.—The thief purchased a case in which to carry 
the gem, at Solomon’s pawnshop, and told the 
broker that he meant to take the diamond in +t to 
Persia. 

5.—Before leaving, the thief deposited $1,000 in 
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a New York bank, to be awarded Bill, the Bite, pro- 
vided the latter should succeed in putting Stealthy 
Steve out of the way. 

Steve was just replacing the notes back in his 
pocket, when a voice at his elbow said: 

“Ticket!” 

Looking up, Stealthy Steve saw the conductor of 
the train standing before him. 

“T have got no ticket,” replied Steve, turning 
away disdainfully, and giving his attention to the 
flying landscape. 


“Come, come,” persisted the conductor, “I have 
no time to waste on you!” 

“Go away,” said Stealthy Steve, “you annoy me!” 

“See here, my man, produce your ticket, or cough 
up your fare, and do it quick!” hissed the conductor. 

“Get out of here, you pasteboard puncher, or I'll 
take your number, and have you fired!” replied 
Stealthy Steve, showing anger for the first time. 
“T travel on my face and on my shape, and I have 
both of *em with me. See!” 

Then the conductor reached for the bell rope. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Once More 
Stares Death Out of Countenance. 


* 


Without further ado, the conductor pulled the 
bell rope and signalled the train to stop. Stealthy 
Steve, with a merry twinkle in his eye, still sat by 
the car window, nonchalantly pondering the land- 
scape as it flitted (see footnote) past him. When 
the train came to a standstill, the conductor grabbed 
Stealthy Steve by the scruff of the neck, and shoved 
him toward the car door. The great detective did 
not resist, but managed to display his badge, as if 
by accident, to the conductor. Instantly that offi- 
cial’s face became pale as death, and he loosed his 
hold upon Stealthy Steve, and, taking off his cap 
made a low obeisance, and in a trembling voice said: 

“Mr. Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, I owe 
you a thousand pardons for my hasty action. If I 
had known your identity I should not have pre- 
sumed even to address you. Henceforth I shall do 
everything in my power to make amends for my 
discourteous treatment, and to render your journey 

Footnore. The author was sorely puzzled for a time at this 
point concerning whether to use the word “ flitted ” or ‘“‘ whisked” 
as applied to the landscape at which Stealthy Steve gazed from the 
car window. After many hours’ deliberation, however, he decided 
in favor of “ flitted ”’ as Meigs the word best calculated to express 
the niceties of the English eens He hopes the reader will 
find the word “ flitted’”’ all that it is represented to be. 
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a pleasant one. Will you not permit me to tele- 
graph the president of the road, ordering you a 
special train? I am sure the company would count © 
it a great privilege to grant such a trifling favor.” 

Stealthy Steve thanked the conductor heartily, 
but said he preferred to travel incognito, and, re- 
suming his seat, closed the incident. 

This little tiff between Stealthy Steve and the 
conductor is merely introduced at this point to show 
how a common, ordinary ticket puncher may be 
awed by the presence of greatness and thus re- 
duced to the last paroxysms of humility. 


Thrusting his head out of the window Stealthy Steve 


» otc. 


Meanwhile, the train slowly rolled into Phila- 
delphia, Penn., an obscure town on the P. R. R., 
which will be found indicated on some of the latest 
maps of the United States. The hour was 10 a. m., 
and the inhabitants were still asleep. Only a brief 
stop was made; then the train pulled out westward 
for Pittsburg. Beyond Altoona, as the train was 
descending the western slope of the Alleghany 
Mountains, the conductor lurched into the coach 
and cried: 
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“Freight ahead! we are lost!” 

Instantly all was commotion on board! 

Thrusting his head out of the window, Stealthy 
Steve at once saw that the engineer had lost con- 
trol of the train, which was rushing down the 
mountain side at terrific speed! Not more than 
500 yards ahead he saw a heavy freight train com- 
ing upward on the same track. 

Stealthy Steve’s subtle powers of reasoning told 
him that unless something were done very sud- 
denly a horrible collision would be inevitable! 

He sat down and tried to become absorbed in a 
newspaper, but the awful thought of what would 
happen in a few seconds annoyed him so that he 
could not get any sense out of what he read. 

Women passengers were screaming—men were 
praying—children were crying! 

Suddenly a bright idea occurred to Stealthy 
Steve, and springing to his feet, he cried out: 

“Cheer up, folks! I will save you!” 
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The Great Detective Saves a Train- 
load of Lives by a New Method. 
* 


“You! You!—Who are you that you are able to 
save us from instantaneous if not inevitable death ?” 
shrieked the horrified passengers of the doomed 
railway train. 

“T am Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth,” cried 
the great detective, removing his false expression. 

With that, he rushed wildly through the swaying 
train as it flew uncontrolled down the mountain 
side toward the ponderous freight crawling slowly 
upward on the same track to meet it. 

Presently Stealthy Steve reached the locomotive, 
and snatching up the engineer’s big oil can as he 
sprang through the cab, he crawled swiftly along the 
running board of the locomotive, and crouched on 
the cowcatcher! 


It was a critical moment! 

The two trains rushed toward each other with 
lightning like velocity! 

The heroic detective did not know but that his 
last minute might be at hand! 

When the trains were within fifty feet of each 


other, the engineer of the freight yelled to Stealthy 
Steve: 


“Back up!” 
38 
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“Back up! Don’t you see that we can’t back 
up, you fool!” retorted Stealthy Steve hotly. 

Even as he said it, the great detective aimed the 
spout of the oil can at the freight, and pulled the 
trigger. 

A stream of oil spurted forth, completely soaking 
the rails under the freight. Instantly the wheels 
of the freight lost their grip, and the big train 
started down the greased track, and the passenger 
train followed after it in safety. 


aN 


Aimed the spout of the oil can at the freight 
and pulled the trigger. 


Stealthy Steve, with his little oil can, had saved 
every soul on board. (See footnote.) 

Ere long, as the train continued on its journey, 
Stealthy Steve’s watchful eye observed that the sun 
had ceased to shine. Numerous, also ominous and 
threatening clouds covered the heavens like an inky 
pall. All had grown dark without, and the land- 

Foornore. This little incident of Stealthy Steve saving the 
lives of 4 train load of people merely teaches that each of us may 


do some good in the world if we always carry an oil can with us, 
The Author. 
39 
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scape was visible only to the distance of about fif- 
teen feet from the car window. 

Presently the porter entered the car and lighted 
the lamps. 

“Looks as if we are going to have a nasty storm,” 
observed Stealthy Steve. 

“Oh, no,” replied the porter, “we are just getting 
into Pittsburg.” 


Car ASE hh) ELEVEN 


Stealthy Steve Meets With a Royal 
Reception Upon Reaching Chicago. 


& 
As the train pulled out of Pittsburg, Stealthy 


‘Steve ascended to his upper berth, and in a few 


minutes had drifted into a. deep, nightmareless 
sleep. 
(Eight hours elapse here.) 


Upon awaking the next morning the great detect- 
ive looked out of the window and observed that 
the train was entering a city of considerable size. 
Steve dressed hurriedly, and approaching the proud 
and haughty porter with becoming humility, asked: 

“What town is this, pray?” 

“Chee-caw-go!” exclaimed the porter. 

“Will you kindly sneeze that over again?” re- 
quested Steve, who had not quite caught the name. 
The porter repeated the operation with better suc- 
cess. 

Upon inquiry, the sleuth found that he would 
have a two hours’ wait in Chicago, so he determined 
to take a carriage ride and visit the chief points of 
interest within the city’s gates. 

Stealthy Steve’s fondest hopes in this respect 
were anticipated, however, for upon alighting from 
the train at the station he was met by a party of 
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prominent Chicago city officials, also a brass band, 
which began to play, “Behold, the Conquering Hero 
Comes!” 

Stealthy Steve did not understand this demon- 
stration in his honor until he was told that the 
news of how he had saved the train from disaster 
while crossing the Alleghany Mountains had pre- 
ceded him. Entering a special carriage provided, 
the great detective was.driven rapidly to the stock 
yards, which the Chicagoans pointed out with pride. 


“My gosh, what a lot of water!” 


Many years’ service in tracking down desperate 
criminals had developed the sleuth’s keen sense of 
smell, and he had detected the presence of the 
stock yards long before his arrival there. 

Steve was much awed by the stock yards; he 
viewed them for several different points, but stated 
that he thought they looked more imposing from 
the windward side. 

Next he was shown the Chicago river. The water 
in this river Steve found to be almost of the consis- 
tency of molasses. He told his hosts he had never 
seen anything like it in his life. Tin cans, old rub- 
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ber shoes, and other articles too numerous to men- 
tion floated majestically on its placid surface. 

Next Stealthy Steve was taken to the Lake Front. 
His entertainers told him he must by all means see 
the Lake Front before leaving Chicago. They ex- 
plained to him that the Lake Front was owned by a 
gentleman named Montgomery Ward, the author of 
a series of well-known books, called “Catalogues,” 
which he sends out to his customers annually. 

Stealthy Steve stood for some time gazing out 
over this wide expanse of wetness. Then he re- 
marked, with deep feeling: 

“My gosh, what a lot of water!” 

It was now time to return to the station, and 
Stealthy Steve was driven thither, much impressed 
by what he had seen. Upon his arrival, he bade his 
hosts a tender farewell, boarded his train, and in 
a short space was whirling on rapidly toward the 
far, remote, and distant West. 
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Stealthy Steve Sails from 
San Francisco for Hongkong. 


* 


It would give the author of this work great plea- 
sure to set forth in detail the incidents which befell 
Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, on his journey 


by rail across the American continent, but time is- 


pressing, and we desire to hurry the great detective 
across the Pacific to Persia as soon as possible, be- 
cause he has some very exciting stunts awaiting him 
there. 

We repeat it that we should like to tell you of 
Steve’s visit to the St. Louis Exposition, where he 
won seven gold medals for personal bravery; we 
should like to relate how he killed three cowboys at 
Omaha after he himself had been riddled by bul- 
lets; we should like to speak of his visit to Salt 
Lake City, and of how he was almost persuaded to 
embrace the Mormon faith by some of the fascinat- 
ing widows of the late Brigham Young; we should 
revel in writing a chronicle of how his train was 
held up in a lonely mountain pass by a band of 
bloodthirsty redskins, and of how Stealthy Steve 
was captured, scalped, and burned at the stake, 
only to slay thirty-seven Indians single-handed and 
alone, and make his escape. We should like to do 
more than mention all these trifles if they were im- 
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portant enough to warrant it, but they are not, so 
we shall hasten on to greater events. 

When the train reached San Francisco, Stealthy 
Steve was driven rapidly to the wharf, whence he 
had ascertained the steamship Lobster was about 
to sail for Hongkong. The Lobster was a beau- 
tiful boat, measuring five hundred feet from tip to 
tip. She was provided with twin screw propellers 
and triple cog trucks for rough sea climbing. There 
was an iceberg plow on her prow and barnacles on 
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The ship’s carpenter fastened down the lid securely. 


her stern. Stealthy Steve, who was an expert in 
marine matters, was delighted at taking passage 
in her. 

Hastening aboard, he sauntered below where the 
freight cargo was stored. In this cargo he noticed 
a costly casket which was being shipped by an 
American undertaking firm to Japan for the inter- 
ment of some royal potentate who had died a few 
days previously. Out of curiosity, Steve tried the 
lid of the casket; it was loose. Suddenly a brilliant 
thought flashed through the detective’s deep brain. 

“Hah!” he exclaimed. “J vill disguise myself as 
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ort.” 

; Saying this, Steve lifted the lid, climbed into the 
casket, and lying down in a comfortable position, 
readjusted the lid over him. He had no more than 
settled himself until he heard the gangplank being 
pulled onto the steamer’s deck; then the anchor 
was hauled up, and the vessel gave a whistle blast, 
her great engines began to throb, and the next in- 
stant she was moving out upon the broad, blue 
bosom of the Pacific. 

Presently, Stealthy Steve heard a footstep ap- 
proaching. Lifting the ld slightly, he saw the 
ship’s carpenter coming towards him. The next 
instant the carpenter whipped out a screwdriver, 
and began to screw down the lid of the casket! 

Before Stealthy Steve could make up his mind 
whether to reveal his identity, the ship’s carpenter 
fastened down the lid securely and walked away 
whistling, leaving the Six-Eyed Sleuth a prisoner in 
another man’s last resting place. 
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Wherein Cruel Fate Plays a Sad, 
Sad Joke on Stealthy Steve. 
x 


When Stealthy Steve found himself a prisoner in 
a casket for the dead on board the steamship 
Lobster, his feelings can better be imagined than 
described; so can his utterances. Steve tried to 
melt his way through the prison sepulchre by sheer 
force of language, but without avail. 

Next he tried to kick the lid off, but only bruised 
his toes. His position was so cramped that he suf- 
fered intense agony; the coffin had not been made 
for the great detective, and it was a very poor fit, 
indeed. 

After a time night fell; Steve knew night had 
fallen, because he heard it fall. All was quiet above 
decks. The Six-Eyed Sleuth drifted into a restless 
slumber, but suddenly awoke from a hideous night- 
mare, and rising up suddenly, butted his head 
against the casket lid with great violence. 

Stealthy Steve marked the passage of time by 
removing a cartridge from his six-shooter for every 
passing day; by the time the chamber was empty 
the great detective had lost count; he had also lost 
interest in life, and had lapsed into a state of semi- 
consciousness. 


Meanwhile, all was mirth and revelry on ship- 
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board. The passengers gathered in the main saloon 
in the evenings where they played poker, cracked 
jokes, and drank cocktails. On one such occasion 
Lieut. Sydney Long, U. 8. A., a brilliant young 
army officer en route to the Philippines, asked the 
company present why the hen crossed the road. No 
one was able to guess this happy conundrum, and 
when Lieutenant Long answered that the reason 
was because the hen wished to be on the other side, 
Mr. Abner Shekels, an American billionaire, who 


It hung balanced for an instant and then shot downward 
into the deep Pacific. 


was sailing for Japan on a pleasure tour, laughed 
so heartily that he burst a blood vessel and fell 
dead on the spot. 

Captain Jim Snifter of the Lobster at once 
ordered the ship’s undertaker to prepare the body 
for burial at sea. 


It was a solemn hour aboard two days later when 
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four jackies were sent below to bring the casketed 
remains of the late Mr. Shekels on deck for inter- 
ment beneath the waves. 

The Lobster was hove to, and as the four sail- 
ors bore the billionaire’s body slowly and solemnly 
on deck, the vessel’s flags flew at half-mast, and a 
hush fell upon the assembled passengers. 

The ship’s chaplain read a chapter of Scripture 
and followed it by an offering of prayer. Then the 
casket was placed upon the ways, and all that was 
mortal within it hung balanced for an instant and 
then shot downward into the deep Pacific, leaving 
scarcely a ripple where it disappeared. 

The Lobster swung back into her course and 
sailed onward o’er that trackless waste, but not a 
soul on board knew that an awful blunder had been 
made—not a soul on board knew that, by the irony 
of fate, the cold, creepy corpse of Mr. Shekels at 
that moment reposed peacefully below decks, while 
yonder, in the vessel’s wake, reduced to a state of 
coma by starvation and close confinement in a cas- 
ket, surrounded by sharks and other deep-sea mon- 
sters, tossed to and fro by the mocking waves, was 
Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth. 
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In Which Stealthy Steve Jumps 
From the Frying Pan Into the Fire. 


* 


As Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, shot 
downward into the wet, wet Pacific from the deck of 
the steamer Lobster, the cool water, entering into 
the crevices of his prison sepulchre, revived his 
semi-conscious faculties, and he opened his eyes 
and mouth. 

The casket filled with water, and as soon as 
Stealthy Steve swallowed a mouthful and recog- 
nized its salt taste, the horrible truth that he had 
been dumped overboard dawned upon him. 

For what reason he had thus been consigned to 
the waves he knew not at that moment, but in spite 
of this he could scarcely refrain from expressing 
his deep disgust at the turn affairs had taken, so he 
exclaimed: 

“Well, I'll be soaked!” 

The words of the immortal poet flashed through 
his water-clogged brain: 

“His not to reason why, 
His not to make reply, 


His but to drown or die — 
Some one has made a mistake !”” 


The brave sleuth struggled violently to free him- 
self from the casket, but without avail. 

“This is no place for me,” he argued with him- 
self. “Is it possible that I must die here in this 


50 


From the Frying Pan Into the Fire 
a EE ee ee 
accursed coffin, like a rat in a trap, and that the 
thief who stole the Big Blue Diamond shall go un- 
punished !” 

The horrible thought aeient maddened him, and 
in his anger he cried out: “Oh, fudge—fudge! This 
makes me tired!” 

For over an hour the great detective twisted and 
turned, and struggled to escape from the casket, 
but without avail. All this time he kept his mouth 


His blood was chilled at the sight of a monster shark 
swimming toward him. 


closed tightly, and held his breath so that the 
water would not fill his lungs. 

At length his struggles became more feeble, a 
loud roaring filled his ears, and as the end ap- 
proached, the events of his past life whirled swiftly 
before his mind like a kinetoscope picture; he 
thought of his wife and seven children away back at 
Suburbington-on-the-Hudson; his mind dwelt par- 
ticularly on the Big Blue Diamond mystery and on 
Mile. Beaufort, the charming actress, for whom he 
had promised on his oath he would.recover the gem; 
he recalled how she had patted him on the back, 
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and teld him he was a brave man; he remembered 
that in his time he had been the pet and confidant 
of many beautiful women. 

At this very thought Stealthy Steve’s chest 
swelled out with pride—swelled out until it burst 
the casket like an eggshell, and he found himself 
free in twenty-nine fathoms of water. 

With a few powerful strokes he reached the sur- 
face, and once more breathed into his lungs the 
pure air, of which there was great abundance. 

Gazing off to the westward, he made out the 
steamer Lobster, hull down on the horizon, and 
sailing farther away every second. 

Before he could make up his mind what to do 
he heard a splash in the water behind him. 

Turning swiftly, he looked back. 

Brave man though he was, his blood was chilled 
by the sight of a monstrous shark with its great 
mouth open, swimming toward him at the rate of 
about forty knots an hour. 

In that brief moment he noticed that a rusty 
harpoon stuck in its side, from which a stout rope 
trailed out in its wake. 

On came the shark, with keen-edged eyes and 
blood-shot teeth! 

It was almost upon him! 

The situation was a very trying one! 

Any one else under the same circumstances would 
have been frightened to death! 

Not so Stealthy Steve. 

“Hah!” he cried, as a bright idea occurred to him. 

Then he braced himself for the onslaught. 
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Stealthy Steve Performs What 
Some People Would Call a Miracle. 
&* 


As the monster shark was about to take Stealthy 
Steve into its large and spacious apartments which 
were to let, the great detective muttered: “Nay, 
nay, my open-faced beauty, no Jonah stunt for me 
at this writing.” 

Saying this, the Six-Eyed Sleuth grabbed the 
shark by the left ear with both hands, and sprang 
nimbly on its back. 

It was the work of only an instant for Steve to 
seize the remnant of rope which trailed from the 
old harpoon which had long been embedded in the 
monster’s side, and, by a dextrous movement, to 
cast the rope around through the shark’s mouth. 

The rope operated precisely the same as a horse’s 
bridle, and by means of it the great detective was 
able to guide the shark whithersoever he wished. 

Standing erect on the monster’s back he steered 
it after the fast-disappearing ship Lobster. Once 
or twice the big fish dived under water to the depth 
of forty fathoms or so, but Stealthy Steve still held 
on grimly to the rope, and with loud yells of “Gee!” 
and “Haw!” kept the monster in its course. 

The Lobster was at least twenty miles distant 
when Stealthy Steve climbed aboard the shark’s 
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back, but precisely fifteen minutes later he hol- 
lered, “Whoa, there!” and yanked the big fish back 
on its haunches alongside the steamer. This gait 
(two miles a minute) was not so slow, considering 
the condition of the sea, which was very rough at 
the time. 

Captain Jim Snifter of the Lobster, seeing a 
man mounted on a shark alongside the ship, threw 


**Who hit me?” angrily demanded the dead man, 
sitting up in the casket. 


out a line, which Stealthy Steve seized and swung 
himself aboard. 

“Now I desire to know the name of the dastard 
who fastened me up in a coffin and then threw the 
coffin overboard,” demanded Stealthy Steve sternly 
as he faced Capt. Jim Snifter. 

“It was done by my orders, sir,” replied the cap- 
tain, saluting, “but 4 

“Don’t butt in at this juncture, you goat!” cried 
the now thoroughly angered sleuth, snatching up a 
belaying pin, which he swiftly handed to the cap- 
tain. The latter turned two backward somersaults 
and fell heavily, staving a hole in the deck. 
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Seeing the manner of man with whom he had to 
deal, Captain Snifter hastily explained to the detect- 
ive that he (the detective) had been buried at sea 
by mistake in place of Mr. Abner Shekels, the 
American billionaire, who had laughed himself to 
death at a joke told by Lieut. Sydney Long, 
U. S. A. Captain Snifter added that Lieutenant 
Long had been locked up in the ship’s calaboose on 
charge of manslaughter. 

“How long has Shekels been dead?” asked 
Stealthy Steve, thoughtfully. 

“Forty-eight hours,” replied Captain Snifter. 

“Trot out the corpse,” commanded Stealthy Steve 
tersely. 

The cold, clammy remains of the dead billionaire 
were brought on deck. 

Stealthy Steve took off his coat and rolled up his 
sleeves. Then he began to massage the body vigor- 
ously; he pulled the dead man’s legs harder than 
they had ever been pulled in life, and worked his 
arms as if they were pump handles. 

After he had kept up this treatment for twenty 
minutes, Stealthy Steve struck the corpse a sharp 
slap on the cheek. 

“Who hit me?” angrily demanded the dead man, 
sitting up in the casket, and looking about in a 
dazed manner. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Meets an 
Old Acquaintance and Regrets It. 


* 


Meanwhile, Stealthy Steve went over near the lee 
rail and, fixing himself comfortably in a steamer 
chair, lighted a cigarette and became deeply ab- 
sorbed in sorting over the clues which he had col- 
lected relative to the Big Blue Diamond mystery. 
After a time, an entire stranger approached the 
great detective with outstretched hand. The sleuth 
arose courteously, and taking the other’s palm, said: 

“Pardon me, sir, but whom have I the honor to 
address? Your face sounds familiar, but I do not 
remember of ever having seen your voice before.” 

“You are quite right,” replied the stranger; “my 
name is Algernon J. Skinner of Chicago, and if I 
mistake not, yours is Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth.” 

“Correct,” answered Stealthy Steve, resuming his 
seat. 

“T have always admired your wonderful ability as 
a criminal chaser,” went on Mr. Skinner, sitting 
down beside the detective, “and have long sought 
an opportunity to meet you.” 

“Thank you kindly,” responded Stealthy Steve, 
passing Mr. Skinner a cigarette. 

“By the way, Mr. Steve, I have a little case which 
I will pay you liberally to untangle for me.” 
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Meets an Old Acquaintance 


“T should be delighted, I am sure,” said Steve, 
who was not averse to making a few thousand dol- 
lars on the side. 

“Let us go down to the gents’ saloon,” suggested 
Mr. Skinner; “there we can talk it over without 
fear of being overheard, while we sip some wine.” 

Much pleased by Mr. Skinner’s affability, Stealthy 
Steve arose, and the two walked away, arm in arm. 

“Sour wine for me,” said Stealthy Steve, later, 
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“(In three minutes you will be as dead as a mackerel.” 


as the waiter approached. Mr. Skinner’s order was 
for absinthe. Presently the waiter arrived, and 
placed the drinks on the table. 

Steve was about to lift the glass to his lips when 
Skinner called his attention to a beautiful painting 
on the wall behind them. 

The detective turned and contemplated the paint- 
ing for some time. 

When he again reached for his glass he was sur- 
prised to find that it had been misplaced a few 
inches. 

This made him suspicious, so while Mr. Skinner 
was paying the waiter, Steve exchanged glasses and 
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drank off the contents of Skinner’s glass at one 
fell gulp. 

“Did that wine have a peculiar taste?” asked Mr. 
Skinner, eagerly, after he had drunk the liquor 
intended for the sleuth. 

“Yes,” replied Stealthy Steve, “it tasted a good 
deal like bilge water.” 

“At last!’ cried Skinner, tearing off his false 
whiskers. “I swore I’d kill you for $1,000 reward, 
and, by cracky, I’ve done it! Listen—I poured an 
ounce of prussic acid into that wine while you 
looked at the picture! In three minutes you will 
be as dead as a mackerel!” 

“My gosh, if it isn’t Bill, the Bite again!” gasped 
Stealthy Steve, staring, pale as death, at his mortal 
enemy. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Stealthy Steve Makes an Ante 
Mortem Confession. Exit of Bill, The Bite. 


&* 


It was very evident to Stealthy Steve that Bill, 
the Bite meant to win the reward of $1,000 offered 
by Half-fed Bedammit and his henchmen for 
Stealthy Steve’s death. 

With Stealthy Steve out of the way, the Been 
monarch could enjoy the possession of the Big Blue 
Diamond without fear of losing it. 

“In three minutes you will be as dead as a 
mackerel!” 

The words of Bill, the Bite, pregnant with a hor- 
rible significance, echoed and re-echoed in Stealthy 
Steve’s ears. 

Bill, the Bite, stood over him, and with a gleam 
of hate in his evil eyes, and a mocking laugh on his 
lips, now waited for the last death struggle of the 
great detective. 

“And so you give me only three minutes to live, 
eh?” observed Stealthy Steve, as he coolly lighted a 
cigarette, and stood looking thoughtfully at Bill, 
the Bite. 

“That’s all, you cursed hawkshaw!” hissed Bill. 
“In three minutes you will be in eternity!” 

“You don’t say so! answered the great detective, 
sarcastically, as he took out his watch and placed it 
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on the table before him. “Oh, well, what’s the 
odds?” went on the sleuth, resignedly; “a man has 
only one death to die, and he might as well shuffle 
off cheerfully; but, say, Bill, before I go to my last 
reward, I have a little confession to make to you.” 

“Qut it short, then,” snapped Bill, the Bite, “or 
you won’t get it out of your system before the end 
comes.” 

“Plenty of time, Bill,” continued the Six-Eyed 


**Curse you,” hissed Bill, The Bite, ‘‘ you shail never 
kill me alive.”’ 


Sleuth, unruffled. “A few minutes ago you ordered 
two glasses of drinks—one for yourself and one for 
me.” 

“Ves ee 

“Before either of us drank you called my atten- 
tion to a painting on the wall?” 

“Yes, yes?” 

“And when I turned to look at the painting, you 
admit that you poured an ounce of prussic acid into 
my wine?” 

“Them’s what I did!” 
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“Now, Bill, I ask you, man to man, what is the 
use of my having six eyes unless I have one of them 
in the back of my head?” 

“You mean that you saw me pour the poison into 
your glass?” 

“Sure!” 

“Then, why did you drink it?” 

“T didn’t drink it.” 

“Who did?” 

“You did, Bill— I exchanged glasses with you 
while you were paying the waiter!” 

“By mighty!—I’m a goner!” shrieked Bill, the 
Bite, in agony. 

“Serves you right, too,” answered Stealthy Steve, 
yawning. “And I say, Bill, don’t die here on deck 
and make a scene—go below and die in the steer- 
age.” 

“Curse you!” hissed Bill, the Bite, as he sprang 
on the steamer’s rail. “You won’t kill me alive, I 
will drown first, and before I die I will pay you 
what I owe you—you vest-pocket edition of Sher- 
lock Holmes!” 

Saying this, Bill, the Bite, whipped out a revolver, 
and, turning swiftly, shot Stealthy Steve twice be- 
tween the eyes. 

Then the villain jumped into the sea, and was 
swallowed by a shark. 


if 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


The Great Detective Undergoes a 
Surgical Operation and Enjoys It. 
Bd 


As Bill, the Bite disappeared, the great Six-Eyed 
Sleuth turned on his heel and sought the ship’s 
surgeon. It happened that the surgeon was en- 
gaged with another patient, so the detective sat 
down and picked up a comic weekly from the table, 
which he read with great interest. 

At length the surgeon finished with the other 
patient, and approached the detective. 

“T am at your service, sir,” said the surgeon. 

“Ah,” replied Stealthy Steve, laying down the 
magazine. “Doctor, I find that it is necessary to 
call upon you for a little professional assistance. I 
met with a trifling injury a few minutes ago.” 

“Indeed,” replied the surgeon. “Of what nature, 
pray ?” 

“To be exact,” went on Stealthy Steve, “a gentle- 
man named Bill, the Bite, with whom I had some 
trouble, lost his temper and shot me twice——” 

“Shot you twice!” gasped the surgeon. 

“Precisely,” continued the detective, “and both 
bullets are now inside my head; they annoy me, and 
I desire you to remove them at once.” 

After a brief examination, the surgeon said: 

“I am sorry to tell you, sir, that in order to re- 
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cover the two bullets, I will be obliged to saw off a 
section of your skull.” 

“Oh, very well,” replied Stealthy Steve, impa- 
tiently; “please proceed without delay.” 

“Kindly lie down on the operating table. It will 
be necessary to give you an anaesthetic.” 

“Pooh!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve. “Poo-pooh !— 
Anaesthetic ? — Bah! — Pooh! — Pooh-Bah! — Go 
ahead and operate. Il sit right here!” 

Finding the great detective to be obdurate, the 


The Six-Eyed Sleuth became so convulsed with laughter, etc. 


ship’s surgeon spread out his tools upon a table 
within reach, and taking up his cranial saw, began 
to operate without further delay. 

Stealthy Steve again picked up the comic weekly. 
As the keen-edged saw ripped its way through his 
skull, the Six-Eyed Sleuth became so convulsed with 
laughter over some jokes he was reading that the 
surgeon had to ask him to kindly abandon the maga- 
zine until after the operation was over. 

After the surgeon had sawed off the top of 
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Steve’ s skull, he found and removed the two bullets 
without delay. 

Then he replaced the portion of bone and drove 
in a few nails to hold it in place until the knitting 
process should begin. 

Just as the operation was completed, Stealthy 
Steve heard an unusual commotion on deck. Pay- — 
ing the surgeon hastily, he rushed out, and there, 
dead ahead on the horizon, was a stretch of land. 

* “What port is that, Captain Snifter?” asked | 

Stealthy Steve. | 
“That, sir,” replied the captain of the Lobster, 

“is Hongkong.” 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Stealthy Steve Faces Death in 
a New and Terrible Form. 


& 


VITAL NOTICE.— Eight days elapse between the last chapter 
and the one following. 


For reasons best known to those who suffer from 
the horrors of neurasthenia and premature white 
hairs, the author of this work deems it proper to 
suppress the thrilling adventures and _ blood- 
curdling escape from death which Stealthy Steve 
experienced from the time he landed at Hongkong 
up to the present writing. 

We shall say nothing of how he went ashore at 
Hongkong, and was captured by a gang of Boxers 
—hband boxers, one might call them—nor of how 
Stealthy Steve finally escaped, leaving seven Boxers 
killed and nineteen injured; we shall make no 
mention of how when the ship touched at Manila, 
P. I, Stealthy Steve was lassoed by a mounted 
bolo-thrower, and dragged eight miles over a very 
rough neighborhood, only to capture his enemy, 
at last, and rend him limb from limb; this fair page 
shall not be marred by a ghastly chronicle of how 
the Six-Eyed Sleuth left the island of Borneo to 
search for the “Wild Man of Borneo,” nor of how 
Steve found what he was looking for, only to be 
fearfully chewed up and mangled; we repeat, that 
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we have decided to suppress all these dreadful de- 
nouements, and will now bring the reader once 
more aboard the Lobster, as she sails over the 
broad, peaceful bosom of the Indian Ocean. 

Where is Stealthy Steve? 

Ah, yonder he is, aft, sitting in the shade of the 
flapping sails, conversing with Capt. Jim Snifter 
of the Lobster. 

“And what did you do when you discovered that 


Stealthy Steve viewed the oncoming simoon with considerable 
interest, 


the villain had wronged you?” Captain Snifter is 
asking. 

“Do?” echoed Stealthy Steve, as he flicked the 
ash from his cigarette over the lee rail, “why, I 
chopped off his head with an axe—that was the only 
thing I could do under the circumstances.” 

And thus the Six-Eyed Sleuth varied the tedium 
of the long ocean voyage by recounting to Captain 
Snifter in a modest way a few of his adventures. 

Presently, as Captain Snifter cast his weather eye 
out over the vast expanse of moisture, his face sud- 
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denly grew pale as death, and, jumping to his feet, 
he cried out hoarsely: 
- “Shiver my timbers!—Here comes a simoon!” 

Without looking up, Stealthy Steve whipped out 
his pocket dictionary, and hastily looked up the 
word, “simoon.” 

With intense interest, he read the following defi- 
nition: ie 

““Si-moon— A hot, dry hurricane, composed largely of wind, 
water, and other flying debris. Very common (but not popular) in 
the Indian Ocean, where many ships are wrecked annually by this 
grim destroyer.” 

Meanwhile all was commotion on deck; the 
prayers of brave men were mingled with the sobs 
and shrieks of hysterical women; Capt. Jim 
Snifter, a man accustomed to facing death almost 
daily, now ran back and forth across the deck like 
a maniac, crying out: “We are lost—lost—lost!” 

Stealthy Steve lighted a fresh cigarette and, 
placing his thumbs in the armholes of his waistcoat, 
viewed the oncoming of the dreaded simoon with 
considerable interest; he had never met one before; 
in form it was like a whirling funnel with the small 
end touching the water; the roar of it, as it bore 
down upon the good ship Lobster, was not to say 
music to the ear. 

In fact, the moment was a crucial one. 

Stealthy Steve knew that unless something were 
done, and that quickly, the simoon was likely to 
pick up the vessel and hurl it over into the next 
township. 

The great detective yawned, and then arose from 
his chair. 

“T don’t want to be sitting down when that breeze 
strikes me,” he said to himself. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Meets the 
Dreaded Simoon Unaided and Alone. 
a 


The author of this work could wear out several 
lead pencils in telling what a horrible thing an 
Indian Ocean simoon is when it spits on its hands 
and pulls up the seabottom by the roots, but this is 
too critical a juncture to go into unimportant de- 
tails. 

As has been casually stated, this simoon bore 
down upon the vessel with abominable violence. 

Every soul on board had given up all hope of ever 
seeing the sun rise upon another day—except one 
man. 

That man was Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth. 

“Go below!—every man jack of you!” he cried 
out to the terror-stricken passengers, as he peeled 
off his coat and rolled up his sleeves; “I will meet 
this simoon unaided and alone!” 

All obeyed this stern command, and as soon as 
the deck was deserted the great detective battened 
down the hatches until the hold of the ship was 
watertight. 

Next he sprang to the 13-ton anchor and cast it 
overboard. 

The windlass holding the big anchor chain caught 
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fire when the anchor’s great weight, as it went down 
—down—down, spun the windlass around like a 
buzz-saw, but Steve spat upon the flames, quickly 
extinguishing them. 

When the anchor was good and fast, the hercu- 
lean sleuth seized the windlass crank and began to 
wind it with lightning-like rapidity. 

The anchor held fast, and in less time than it 
takes to tell it, Stealthy Steve, by sheer brute 


Stealthy Steve went down with the ship and grimly held it 
there out of harm’s way. 


strength, had wound the great vessel beneath the 
waves. 

Not a ripple was left to tell where she had disap- 
peared. 

Stealthy Steve went down with the ship, and 
grimly held her there out of harm’s way until the 
dreaded simoon had passed above, lashing the sea 
into foam as if chagrined that its prey should thus 
so easily escape from its fell clutches. 

After all danger was past, Stealthy Steve slowly 
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unwound the anchor chain, and the monster vessel 
gently arose to the surface, wet and dripping, but 
none the worse for her submarine plunge. 

Stealthy Steve opened the hatches, and the 
thankful crew and passengers poured forth on deck 
and overwhelmed the great detective with expres- 
sions of gratitude for having saved their lives from 
certain if not inevitable death. 

Steve assured them that what he had done was 
the merest trifle. He intimated that he had only 
saw his duty and done it. 

Then, with becoming modesty, he retired to his 
stateroom on the pretext of wringing out his 
clothing. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Stealthy Steve Lands at Calcutta 
and Finds a Rare Bargain. 


& 


On the morning of the third day after Stealthy 
Steve’s thrilling adventure with the simoon in the 
Indian Ocean, the lookout on the forward deck 
merrily sang out, “Land, ho!” 

“Where at?” queried Stealthy Steve, looking up 
from some Big Blue Diamond mystery clues which 
he was examining at the time. 

“Dead ahead, sir,” replied the look out. 

“And what port is this?” continued Stealthy 
Steve. 

“Calcutta, sir.” 

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed Steve, overjoyed 
that the ocean portion of the journey was so nearly 
at an end. 

“Aye, aye, sir,” replied the lookout, saluting. 

All suddenly became activity on board the 
Lobster, for Calcutta was the end of her route. 
The Lobster was a staunch craft, but she always 
stopped at Calcutta, being unprovided with facili- 
ties for travelling on land. 

Stealthy Steve was the first passenger to spring 
ashore when the vessel touched the dock. Now, 
that he was drawing near to Persia, his interest in 
the Big Blue Diamond mystery became intensified, 
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and he threw his heart and soul into the solution 
of it. 

Stealthy Steve at once visited the United States 
consul, and asked him the best and quickest route 
to Persia. 

“Great Heavens, man!” exclaimed the consul, 
“it?s at least two thousand miles overland from 
here!” 

“Well, I'll be jiggered!”” muttered Stealthy Steve, 
in deep disgust; “I didn’t think it was more than 


“Now for Persia and the Big Blue Diamond,” cried Stealthy 
Steve. 


nineteen hundred and fifty miles at the most.” Then 
the great detective added: “Oh, well, what’s the 
odds—I don’t mind a little jaunt like that.” 

“But, my dear sir,” persisted the consul, “the 
route will lead you through dense jungles inhabited 
by savages and wild beasts, and over arid sands in- 
fested by brigands and cacti—you had by far better 
take a steamer from here, and sail to the Persian 
coast, thus avoiding untold perils.” 

“Look here, my man,” retorted Stealthy Steve, 
somewhat impatiently, “it is peril and danger I am 
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looking for in this world; those two things are what 
I subsist on largely; I welcome a hairbreadth escape 
from death with the same keen appetite you would 
welcome a square meal; in other words, I would 
rather fight than eat; I suspected beforehand that 
I would have a little fun and excitement between 
Calcutta and Persia; that’s why I selected this 
route.” 

“Oh, very well,” replied the consul, who saw the 
force of Steve’s argument, “if you still persist in 
travelling overland you will need an elephant; I will 
take you to a man who, it happens, is having a 
special sale of elephants at half-price to-day.” 

“Ah-ha!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, who was al- 
ways on the lookout for a bargain. “Let us see 
him at once.” 

The consul then accompanied the detective to a 
Hindu by the name of Mush-head B’gosh, who had 
a fine line of elephants on display. Mush-head led 
out one of the biggest clephants in the herd, which 
he especially recommended as a good traveller, and 
a trustworthy animal in every way. 

“What’s his name?” asked Stealthy Steve. 

“Romeo,” replied Mush-head. 

“Sound in wind and limb?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Won’t bite, scratch, kick or balk?” 

“No,/sit 

“Good traveller?” 

“Twenty-eight knots an hour.” 

“Age?” 

“Fifteen years.” 

“Height from tip to tip?” 

“Thirty-five hands.” 

“Weight ?” 
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“Thirty-three tons.” 

“Safe for women or children to drive?” 

“Well, I should say so,” replied Mush-head enthu- 
siastically. “Why, a little ten-years-old can take 
Romeo up in her arms without danger.” 

“Price ?” 

“Six thousand rupees ?” 

“Romeo is mine,” said Stealthy Steve, counting 
out the money (equivalent to about $1,200 in U. S. 
coin), and paying Mush-head B’gosh on the spot. 

“Now for Persia and the Big Blue Diamond!” 
cried Stealthy Steve triumphantly, as he sprang 
nimbly aboard the elephant, shouting, “Gid-dap, 
Romeo!” and was off at a canter. 
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The Sleuth Finds Romeo all that 
Mush-head B’gosh Said he Was. 
&* 


After Romeo had passed the outskirts of the city 
he increased his speed. Faster and faster went the 
huge beast, until the trees along the road looked 
like the teeth in a fine-tooth comb, and Stealthy 
Steve’s future prospects looked like thirty cents. 

“Sakes alive!” exclaimed the great detective, as 
the wind whistled through his mustache and the 
horrible truth dawned upon him. “Romeo is run- 
ning away with me!” 

Imagine yourself, gentle reader, if you can, on 
the back of a runaway elephant, moving over the 
earth’s surface at the rate of seventy miles an hour 
in a country where the laws do not permit chauf- 
feurs to speed their elephants more than thirty 
miles an hour! 

It is quite likely that under such circumstances 
you would have become crazed with fright, and 
would have hurled yourself from the elephant’s 
dizzy height to an awful death. Stealthy Steve, 
however, did not do this; no, he simply braced him- 
self on the back of the elephant, and said in a calm 
and unimpassioned manner, “Whoa, Romeo!— 
Whoa, elephant!—Whoa, there, gol-darn you, 
whoa!” 
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But Romeo did not whoa; he merely humped his 
back and spurted ahead faster than ever. 
“Confound that half-caste Mush-head B’gosh!” 
hissed Stealthy Steve. “When he told me that 
Romeo was a good traveller, little did I suspect that 
the critter was as good a traveller as this.” 
Meanwhile, Romeo was hitting the pike harder 
than ever. 
Suddenly a bright thought occurred to Stealthy 
Steve, and he looked to see if the elephant was pro- 
vided with a brake of any kind. 


Stealthy Steve mounted to the howdah where he fixed himself 
comfortably. 


To the detective’s great disappointment there was 
no such appliance on the animal’s person. 

Glancing back, the clever sleuth noticed Romeo’s 
tail threshing the atmosphere as the monster 
humped himself forward. 

Falling on his hands and knees, the detective 
crawled cautiously back over the surface of the big 
brute, and the next time Romeo’s tail came within 
reach, Steve seized it in his iron grasp, and began 
to twist it violently. 
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This clever ruse on the part of the detective so 
annoyed the elephant as to interfere with his sprint- 
ing ability, and, after running ten or fifteen miles 
farther, Romeo came to a standstill near a Hindu 
village two hundred and fifty miles from Calcutta. 

Steve entered the town leisurely and halted be- 
fore a store where elephant accoutrements were 
sold. There he purchased a howdah, also a steer- 
ing apparatus for Romeo, a cyclometer to attach to 
the elephant’s hind legs, a pair of hopples, so that 
Romeo would not interfere with himself or with 
anybody else, and a few other little contrivances 
which would enable him to travel in safety and 
comfort. 

Before leaving the village, he engaged the serv- 
ices of an expert Hindu mahout, or elephant jockey, 
by the name of Bungo Bing. Thus equipped, 
Stealthy Steve mounted to the howdah, where he 
fixed himself comfortably and lighted a cigarette. 
Bungo took his place on Romeo’s neck, and once 

‘more the big elephant picked up his trunk and 
headed for Persia. 

That evening, when Stealthy Steve and Bungo 
Bing had encamped for the night, the sleuth exam- 
ined the cyclometer on Romeo’s leg, and found that 
half of the two thousand miles between Calcutta and 
Persia had been covered. 

Romeo was tethered by a chain, and throwing 
themselves down beneath a palm tree, both men 
were soon wrapped in slumber. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


Stealthy Steve Gets Up at Two 
AV Er. |< 6r0 Buck the Tiger. 
&* 


As was truthfully stated at the close of the last 
chapter, Stealthy Steve and Bungo Bing, his ele- 
phant chauffeur, upon reaching the end of their 
first day’s journey, picketed Romeo, and, lying down 
under a palm tree, soon fell asleep. (See footnote 
No. 1.) 


EXPLANATION—The above row of dots indicates the sleep 
into which Stealthy Steve and Bungo Bing fell. Itis cus- 
tomary for all great authors to use a row of dots, as above, 
every now and then, You will come upon such dots as these 
in all literary works which amount to anything. It is the 
general opinion among authors, which opinion is aiso shared 
by us, that dots add force and zest (see footnote No. 2) toa 
story.—_THE AUTHOR. 


It must have been two a. m. when Stealthy Steve 
was awakened by a blood-curdling yell from Bungo 
Bing. 

Springing to his feet, the great detective me- 
chanically sought his pistol pocket. 

With the other hand, Steve rubbed his eyes and 
looked about him severely at being so suddenly 
awakened from a sound sleep. 

The moon was shining brightly. Stealthy Steve 
soon began to make out surrounding objects. Romeo 
was tugging violently at his chain, and trumpeting 
shrilly. Bungo Bing was nowhere to be seen, and 
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Stealthy Steve Bucks the Tiger 
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Steve was wondering at his mysterious disappear- 
ance, when suddenly Bungo called out from the top 
of a bamboo tree nearby: 

“Run, Sahib!—Run, for Allah’s sake!” 

“Run ?” asked Stealthy Steve, calmly, “Run from 
what ?” 

“Oh, Allah save you!” shrieked Bungo. “Don’t 


you see it ?” 


“Look here, Bung (Steve had fallen into the way 


The brave sleuth calmly struck a match and held it to his 
cigarette. 


of calling Bungo Bing “Bung” for short)—“Look 
here, Bung, you’ve got a nightmare up that tree 


- with you; come down off the perch.” 


“No, no, Sahib!” screamed Bungo in terror; “it’s 
the tiger! there he is behind you—a regular man- 
eater—and he'll have you in a minute!—Run! 
Run!” 

Stealthy Steve whirled swiftly about! 

Bungo Bing had spoken the truth! 
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There, not more than ten paces distant, crouching 
in the grass, with its claws working convulsively, its 
tail twitching, and its eyes blazing forth a hideous 
greenish light, was a monster Bengal tiger! 

“Well!” “Well!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, try- 
ing to stare the big brute out of countenance, “And 
that’s what you call a tiger in these parts, eh? Just 
stay where you are, Bung, until I light a cigarette, 
and then I’ll show you the quickest way to kill a 
tiger that has ever been invented.” 

Suiting the action to the word, the brave sleuth 
calmly struck a match and held it to his cigarette 
until the tiny white taper was going well. 

Then he deliberately drew forth his six-shooter, 
cocked it, and, taking careful aim, at a point mid- 
way between the two eyeballs of the tiger, pulled 
the trigger! 

The hammer clicked against the empty chamber 
of his gun! 

“By hen!” swore Stealthy Steve, flinging the fire- 
arm from him; “If I didn’t take out those cartridges 
and leave ’em in my other pants pocket!” 

Before the clever sleuth could disguise himself 
by climbing a tree, the tiger sprang through the air 
and alighted squarely upon him! 

Sinking its fangs deep into his shoulder, the big 
brute trotted off into the jungle with the great 
detective in its mouth. 


Footnote No. 1—This fact is merely repeated here so th 
reader will not lose the thread of the cee If by any Sven ies 
reader does lose the thread, other threads will be furnished him if 
he will write and inclose a two-cent stamp.— Tum AUTHOR. 


FoortnorTs No. 2— By “force” and “‘zest’’ wedo - 
fast foods.— THE Rceacd nov mina pies 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


The Six-Eyed Sleuth Loses His Temper, 
and the Tiger Meets Crushing Defeat. 
* 

“My goodness, but this is provoking!” exclaimed 
Stealthy Steve, as the tiger trotted off with him in 
its jaws. 

Every now and then, when the brute jumped over 
a log, it would tighten its grip, and Steve could 
feel the bones in his upper left arm and shoulder 
being crunched to bits. 

This helped to distract Stealthy Steve’s atten- 
tion, and made him forget most of his other 
troubles. 

In spite of this, Steve’s thoughts reverted to his 
past life and his present mission. He realized that 
if the tiger should stop and make a quick lunch 
of him (as it was likely to do any minute) he could 
not keep his promise to Mlle. Beaufort, the charm- 
ing actress, to recover for her the Big Blue Dia- 
mond. 

He also thought of his wife and seven children 
away back at Suburbington-on-the-Hudson; Steve 
almost regretted that he had contributed so largely 
to increasing the census of the United States, thus 
endearing himself to those who fear that race 
suicide is staring us in the face, when he reflected 
that the prospects of his progeny becoming father- 
less were so all-fired good. 
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Steve had faced death in many forms during his 
strenuous career, but never before had he been up 
against a real tiger. 

The great detective, however, had always acted 
on the principle never to give up so long as there 
was one chance in a million of getting out of a 
tight place. His life motto was, “While there is 
life there is hope—Never surrender until you have 
been dead a week and buried a year.” 


AN sf 
1 Sale 
Sr 
es 
Stealthy Steve was whirling the tiger about his head at the rate 
of three hundred and fifty revolutions per minute. 


Meanwhile, the tiger trotted along, dragging 
the poor sleuth through the briars and bang- 
ing his head against tree trunks every now 
and then. 

Presently, the big beast entered a clearing in 
the jungle, and, carrying Stealthy Steve to the 
centre of the open space, dropped him on the 
grass. 

The foxy sleuth, weak and exhausted by his free 
ride, lay quiet. 
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The Tiger Meets Crushing Defeat 


Then the tiger backed off a few paces, and crouch- 
ing in the grass sprang on top of him, almost knock- 


ing the wind out of his system. To vary the 


monotony of the programme, the brute next stood 
over him, and using his paw as a pile-driver, 
swatted him right and left with the dexterity of a 
ping-pong player. 

The tiger was simply playing with him as a cat 
would play with a mouse. 

“By cracky!” hissed Stealthy Steve to himself, 
“this joke has gone about far enough!” 

The great detective was fast losing his temper. 
He knew it would be a one-armed fight, because his 
left arm was horribly mangled, and hung limp at 
his side. 

Steve crouched low, and the next time the tiger 
sprang at him, he side-stepped quickly and, as the 
monster whizzed past him, he reached out and 
grabbed its tail in the vise-like grip of his right 
hand! 

The tail of the tiger was made out of good ma- 
terial, and stayed put, and the next instant Stealthy 
Steve was whirling the snarling brute about his 
head at the rate of three hundred and fifty revolu- 
tions per minute. 

Suddenly he let go, and the big beast, oe to the 
detective’s aim, struck a tree about fifty yards dis- 
tant, breaking every bone in its worthless body and 
killing it instantly. 

Steve at once walked back to camp, where he 
found Bungo Bing still up a tree. 

Steve began to bind up his arm, and was grum- 
bling because he would have to carry it in a sling 
for two or three days, when Bungo broke to the 
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detective the sad news that Romeo, the elephant, 
had pulled up stakes and left the country. 

The remarks which Stealthy Steve made on this 
solemn occasion have no place in this narrative. 
(See footnote.) 


FoornoTE— Inasmuch as this work is intended to be read in the 
peso A circle, the author deems it best for the moral welfare of 
everybody concerned to enppree the remarks which Stealthy Steve 
made at the close of the above chapter. We would not wish to 
have anything appear in this book which a man would hesitate to 
read aloud to his wife and children. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


Bungo Bing Gives Stealthy 
Steve Only Ten Minutes to Live. 
a 


“This is a pretty mess we’re in,” muttered 
Stealthy Steve, when he awoke the next morning 
and recalled the events of the night before; “over a 
thousand miles from Persia, and no elephant to 
ride.” 

Suddenly a bright thought flashed in the great 
detective’s brain-pan, and, whipping out his 
fountain pen, he unsheathed it and wrote the fol- 
lowing on the back of an old envelope: 


Lost ok DISAPPEARED— One Asiatic Elephant owned by the 
Six-Eyed Sleuth, having four legs, one trunk, and a hoarse voice. 
Also provided with a good seat in the second balcony, steering 
gear, cyclometer, and all other modera conveniences. Answers to 
nameof Romeo. Keep out of his way, as he does not look where he 
steps when he’s in a hurry. Finder will be liberally rewarded if 
elephant is returned at once. The owner is far, far from home, 


and needs the elephant in his business. 
STHALTHY STEVE. 


N. B.—In case the elephant was stolen, the owner knows the 
name of the guilty party, and if the elephant is not returned at 
once, the law must take its course. 8.58. 

“Here, Bung,” called Steve, folding up what he 
had written. 

Bungo Bing at once appeared before Stealthy 
Steve and saluted. 

“Bung,” went on the detective, “I want you to 
have this lost notice inserted in the nearest news- 
paper.” : 

“Aye, aye!” replied Bungo, “the nearest news- 
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paper is published at Calcutta, a thousand miles to 
the southeast.” 

“Oh, fudge!” exclaimed Steve in deep disgust; 
“Tn that case it’s not worth while to bother.” 

Saying this, the detective tore up what he had 
written, and, accompanied by Bungo, started out 
to find Romeo without the aid of newspaper adver- 
tising. They made but little progress, however, ow- 
ing to the density of the jungle through which they 
were obliged to literally butt their way. 


The great detective suddenly began to hop about as if he was on 
a bumblebee’s nest. 


“Aw, let the old pachyderm go,” said Stealthy 
Steve, finally. ‘“He’s probably gone back by this 
time to Mush-head B’gosh, the robber who sold him 
to me in the first place. Come on, and let’s walk the 
rest of the way—I guess the walking is good.” 

So saying, Stealthy Steve and Bungo Bing once 
more turned their faces toward Persia, and started 
off at a brisk gait. 

Nothing of any consequence happened until the 
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Only Twenty Minutes to Live 


great detective, who was in advance, suddenly began 
to hop about as if he was on a bumblebee’s nest. 

“Ouch!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, keeping up his 
buck and wing dance. “Something bit me on the 
foot.” 

Bungo Bing looked carefully in the grass, and 
suddenly shrank back in horror. 

“You have been bitten by a cobra!” he gasped, 
“one of the most poisonous snakes of India—and 
you will be a dead man inside of ten minutes!” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


The Six-Eyed Sleuth Does Not Die 
in Ten Minutes as Advertised. 


* 


“And so you give me only ten minutes to live, eh, 
Bung?” said Stealthy Steve, in response to Bungo 
Bing’s horrible prophecy. 

“That’s all, Sahib,” replied Bungo, as he hurled 
a stone at the snake which had bitten the great de- 
tective, killing it instantly; “the bite of the cobra is 
sure death!” 

“You don’t say so,” responded Steve, as he sat 
down in the grass and lighted a cigarette. The 
great detective puffed it leisurely, while Bungo Bing 
hung around, waiting for him to die. Presently 
Stealthy Steve spoke again: 

“By the way, Bung, will you be kind enough to 
hand me my dress-suit case?” 

The Hindu did as he was bidden, and Stealthy 
Steve opened the receptacle and took out an odd- 
looking, flat-shaped bottle holding a gallon of liquid 
of a reddish hue. 

“This,” remarked Stealthy Steve, removing the 
cork, “is what is known in the United States as 
Forty-Horse-Power Kentucky Whiskey. Do you 
think, Bung, that I would venture into the wilds 
of India without anticipating even as trifling a 
thing as a deadly snake bite? No, Bungo, a thou- 
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sand times, no! I have been frozen to death in the 
Arctic clime, and burned to a crisp on the equator; 
I have been scalped by Indians, and roasted by can- 
nibals; I have rubbered into the jaws of death, and 
faced an angry janitor; I have lost every cent I had 
at a poker game, and have been brought to bay in 
my lair by a creditor; but, mark you this, Bung—I 
have always been prepared in case of the most sud- 
den and surprising emergency. I drink to your 
health and my speedy recovery.” 


ot 


So saying, Stealthy Steve lifted up the demi- 
john, and for a long time held it glued to his face. 
When he lowered it, over half the gallon of whis- 
key had disappeared. Bungo Bing gazed longingly 
at what remained in the bottle, and then arose with 
a sigh, looked regretfully at the dead snake, and 
disappeared in the jungle. 

Meanwhile, Stealthy Steve began to feel better. 
The half-gallon of whiskey, while not being enough 
to intoxicate a man of Stealthy Steve’s capacity, 
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was nevertheless sufficient to counteract the snake 
poison in his system. 

Suddenly Bungo Bing rushed out of the bushes, 
yelling that he, too, had been bitten by a cobra. 
Steve, suspecting treachery, gave Bungo only about 
a wineglass full of whiskey. Then the two again set 
out toward Persia at a fast clip. 

Bungo lost considerable time in wandering from 
the trail in the hope that another cobra would bite 
him, but, unfortunately, he came across no snake, 
and finally settled down to a steady trot just behind 
the sleuth. 

Along toward evening, the great detective and 
his faithful Hindu henchman emerged from the 
jungle, and ahead of them, farther than the eye 
could reach, stretched a desert waste of burning 
sand. At last they had come to the threshold of 
the desert. Just ahead of them was a signboard, 
as follows: 


Rae PERSIA, 499 MILES. 
(Marked Down from 500.) 


WALKING, FIRST-CLASS. 


“Now, wouldn’t that sand burn your feet soles!” 
exclaimed Stealthy Steve, as he gazed out over the 
grassless waste. Suddenly Steve’s eagle eye became 
fixed on something moving away out five miles from 
nowhere. 

“Bung, what are those objects yonder ?” he asked, 
pointing. 

Bung looked steadily for a few seconds, and then 
replied: 

“Allah be praised! They are men mounted on 
camels, and they’re coming this way!” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 


Stealthy Steve Indulges in a 
Little Mild Exertion on the Side. 


a 


The camels ridden by the men on their backs 
swiftly approached Stealthy Steve and Bungo Bing. 
When they were within a quarter of a mile of the 
two, Bungo’s hair stood on end, his eyes became 
wild, and in a voice of terror he cried out: 

“They are the brigands, Sahib—the brigands of 
the desert! We are lost, lost, lost!” 

The Six-Eyed Sleuth had not even time to light 
a cigarette ere the band of twenty-two bloodthirsty 
robbers, mounted on camels, bore down upon him. 

“Run for your life!’ shouted Bungo, as he 
plunged into the jungle, and was never seen by the 
sleuth afterward. 

“Run!” sneered Stealthy Steve. “Run from a 
gang of amateurs like that? Well, I guess not!” 

Now, it is the custom of these brigands of the 
eastern deserts to kill travellers and ask questions 
afterwards. It is an all-fired poor custom, we admit, 
but it has become firmly established by long usage, 
and the brigands in this instance did not propose 
to make any exception of Stealthy Steve. 

With a hair-raising warwhoop, these vile cut- 
throats charged Stealthy Steve in a bunch. Those 
in advance began firing their rifles at him, while 
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others in the rear unsheathed their cutlasses with 
which to slice up what there might be left of his 
remains. 

To tell the naked truth, Stealthy Steve’s pros- 
pects for a long and useful life looked very slim 
indeed. 

One of the flying bullets tore a hole in the 
sleuth’s silk hat, for which he had paid twelve dol- 
lars before leaving New York. This made the great 
detective almost insane with rage. 


Stealthy Steve mounted one of the camels and set out across 
the desert. 


He jerked out his six-shooter and, in less than six 
seconds, six of the robbers had bitten the sand and 
lay as dead as canned sardines. 

Then Stealthy Steve spat upon his hands and 
sprang into the thick of the fray. He fought like 
a demon. Grabbing one man by the ankle, he 
yanked him from a camel’s back, and using him as 
a club, killed seven more of the robbers before you 
could say scat. 

This left a mere handful, consisting of nine of 
the villains yet to be dealt with. 
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As Stealthy Steve warmed up to the scrap, he 
began to swear. Four of the remaining robbers, 
who heard what he said, dropped dead in their 
tracks out of sheer fright. 

The remaining five turned their camels’ heads 
and galloped off, hoping to escape, but Stealthy 
Steve leisurely reloaded his six-shooter and picked 
them off one by one at anywhere from five hundred 
to one thousand yards, shooting each man through 
the back of the head, and killing him instantly. 

After Steve had slain the twenty-two robbers he 
took an inventory of the damages which he had sus- 
tained. The only injuries he could find consisted 
of a compound fracture of the skull where he had 
been struck with a clubbed gun, a bullet in the calf 
of his left leg, a deep cutlass slash from his shoulder 
to his knee, and three badly contused eyes. There 
may have been additional injuries, but the Six- 
Eyed Sleuth was in a hurry, and didn’t waste any 
time looking for them. 

Hastily arming himself with a gun and ammuni- 
tion taken from the robbers, Stealthy Steve 
mounted one of the most powerful camels of the lot 
and set out alone across the desert, leaving twenty- 
two dead men lying in the sand behind him. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 


The Great Detective Suffers From Thirst. 
His Arrival at the Town of Gin-Fizz. 
* 


Stealthy Steve headed the camel across the track- 
less desert, and dug his heels into its flanks. He 
could only guess at the general direction of Persia, 
for he had no compass with him. After riding 
twelve consecutive hours and covering a distance of 
two hundred and fifty miles, the great detective 
began to feel tired in spots. 

There is a certain art in riding a camel; the art 
consists in sitting astride it in such a manner that 
when the rider is going down he does not meet the 
camel going up. 

Steve had met camels frequently in menageries, 
but he had never met the same camel with such 
frequency in a given time as he did this one he rode. 

It was a two-humper, too; sometimes Steve would 
sit on one hump awhile, then on the other, and fre- 
quently he sat between the humps; it depended alto- 
gether on where the camel was when he lit. 

Along toward evening, Steve dismounted and 
encamped for the night. He lunched on crackers 
and cheese, but he did not sit down to eat. Steve 
was like the girl who had been out learning to skate 
all day. Toward evening, she boarded a street car 
and started to ride home. The car was crowded, 


94 


Arrival at the Town of Gin-Fizz 


and she hung to a strap. (This incident happened 
in Boston, where the street cars are always 
crowded). A man who was not quite right in his 
head got up and offered her his seat. 

“No, thank you,” she replied, “I prefer to stand; 
I have been sitting all day.” (See footnote.) 

After Stealthy Steve had eaten the cheese and 
crackers, he picketed the camel, and lying down on 
a hotbed of sand, was soon asleep. 


Steve would sit on one hump awhile, then on the other, 


It must have been about midnight that he arose 
with a burning thirst in his throat and getting 
up, began to look for a well with a pump in it. Then 
he reflected that water is almost as scarce in a far 
eastern desert as it is in Kentucky, U.S. A. 

As the hours passed, and gray dawn stole over 
the desert, the Six-Eyed Sleuth became almost in- 
sane for want of a cooling draught of water. His 
eyes were sunken and staring, his lips were parched, 
and his tongue was as dry as a piece of sole-leather, 
and rattled against his teeth. He closed his eyes 
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and thought of 5-cent schooners of ice-cream soda, 
and opened them to see before him nothing but a 
vast waste of quivering, burning sand. 

“By Heck!” he exclaimed, “if I don’t find an 
oasis or a saloon pretty quick I'll have an attack of 
spontaneous combustion !” 

Saying this, he once more sprang aboard the 
camel, and again heading it toward the Persian 
boundary, lashed it into a gallop, despite the fact 
that he was very sore on the camel, from having 
ridden it the day before. 

It was two p. m. when Stealthy Steve crossed the 
Persian boundary, and brought the camel to a 
standstill in the small village of Gin-fizz. Dis- 
mounting beside the town pump, he drank the 
well dry, and then led the camel toward the only 
hotel in the place. 

“Now,” he said to himself, “I must find out 
where Half-fed Bedammit, the Persian monarch, 
lives.” 


_ FootnotE— This laughable anecdote, which is not original 
with us, really deserves no place in this chronicle, but we give it 
here for whatever it is worth. 

N, B.— Remit by draft, express money order, or certified check. 
De not send money to us loose in the mails — we never get it.— THE 
UTHOR. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 


Stealthy Steve Learns a Thing or Two 
Concerning Half-fed Bedammit. 


»* 


Repairing to the only hotel in the town of Gin- 
fizz, Stealthy Steve left his camel in the stable to 
be fed and curried, while the great detective him- 
self entered the office of the hotel, and engaged in 
conversation with the proprietor. 

“Pardon me,” asked Stealthy Steve, after for- 
mal salutations had been exchanged, “but do you 
happen to know where the headquarters of one, 
Half-fed Bedammit, are located ?” 

“Verily I do,” replied the hotel man. “Half-fed 
Bedammit is the present Sultan of the Province of 
Hish-Hash. He lives in a magnificent palave in 
the city of Fzedxygsh.” 

“Will you kindly repeat that last word?” re- 
quested Stealthy Steve threateningly, who thought 
perhaps the hotel man was calling him names. 

“Fzedxygsh,” retorted the proprietor, apparently 
without any pain. “That’s the name of the city 
near which Half-fed Bedammit lives; it is located 
about five hours, by camel, east of here.” 

Stealthy Steve could scarcely conceal his exulta- 
tion at being so near the man whom he suspected of 
having in his possession the Big Blue Diamond. He 
requested the hotel proprietor to write down the 
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name of the town where Half-fed Bedammit re- 
sided,and stated that he would practise pronouncing 
it merely for exercise during odd hours. 

“Half-fed Bedammit is a very singular character,” 
volunteered the hotel man. 

“Singular in what respect?” asked the sleuth. 

“Well, he has ninety-seven wives, for instance, 
and——” 

“My grief!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, “I’d call 
that plural!” 


“My grief!’’ exclaimed Stealthy Steve, ‘‘I’d call that plural.’ 


“Besides, he’s very hard to get along with,” con- 
tinued the hotel proprietor. 

“Ts, eh?” 

“Yes, if he gets up feeling out of humor in the 
morning, he usually goes out to the wood pile and 
chops off the heads of three or four of his subjects 
in full view of the audience.” 

“Great Scott, he must be in the cut-rate busi- 
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ness! But, tell me, does he issue rain checks in the 
event the performance does not come off ?” 

“No, he usually issues a proscription list of the 
names of those he intends to behead the following 
morning.” 

“I presume there is no particular strife among 
Half-fed’s subjects to get their names on these 
lists ?” 

“Well, not so that you could notice it.” 

“Case of ‘first come, first served,’ eh?” 

“Precisely.” 

“And the doomed men don’t growl because they 
have to await their turn?” 

“Not as a rule.” 

“Well, well,” mused Stealthy Steve, as he turned 
away, “I shall have to meet this person, Half-fed 
Bedammit; I should say from your description of 
him that he would be an interesting man to know.” 

“Good-bye,” said the hotel proprietor, extending 
his hand, “and in parting let me give you this sol- 
emn warning—beware of Half-fed Bedammit!” 

“Oh, don’t lose any sleep on my account,” re- 
plied Stealthy Steve, with a merry laugh on his lips; 
and, having said this, the Six-Eyed Sleuth left the 
hotel and gave orders to have his camel saddled at 
once. 

Alas, if Stealthy Steve had known what lay before 
him he would not have given utterance to that 
merry “Ha-ha!” 
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The Great Detective Carries His 
Own Oasis. Up Against It Again. 
Bad 


As advertised at the close of the last chapter, 
Stealthy Steve mounted his camel, drew up the 
stepladder after him, and pulled out of the town 
of Gin-fizz with the palace of Half-fed Bedammit 
only five hours’ ride before him. 

After the terrible experience Stealthy Steve had 
in not finding an oasis in the desert the day before 
yesterday, he determined to guard against the recur- 
rence of such a catastrophe in the future, so he 
took an oasis with him in the form of a couple of 
cases of bottled refreshments, which he stored in 
the camel’s hold. 

Stealthy Steve fixed himself comfortably on the 
camel’s back,—turned on all the power and, pres- 
ently, man and beast were hurrying out across the 
desert. 

Every few minutes Steve would fix himself all 
over again because, owing to the camel’s peculiar 
gait, he didn’t remain fixed in one place long at 
a time. This vocation of continually readjusting 
himself to circumstances over which he had no 
control, kept the great detective so busily employed 
that he didn’t have much time to take in the 
scenery. 
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He managed to light a cigarette, but as soon as 
he was going well, the camel bucked in order to 
jump over a cactus, and Steve, with a convulsive 
gulp, swallowed the lighted cigarette whole. 

He immediately opened a cold bottle of fire-ex- 
tinguisher and swallowed the contents, thus putting 
out the blaze without having to ring up the fire 
department. 

After Steve had travelled about half the journey 


Then the monsoon struck him. 


he chanced to glance to the southwest, and saw a 
peculiar looking object approaching at an easy lope. 

The great detective could make neither head nor 
tail of the creature, until it had come suddenly up 
within half a mile of him. 

Then he clapped his hand to his brow, and cried 
out in a horrified voice: 

“Well, I'll be jiggered if it isn’t a monsoon!” 


(The author deems it proper to digress at this point long enough 
to state that a monsoon is a hot, dry wind which frequently blows 
itself with great violence in the deserts of the Orient, The mon- 
soon is a half-sister to the simoon of the Indian Ocean, one of 
which Stealthy Steve avoided by submerging the steamship Lob- 
ster. A monsoon is a very nasty thing to meet on the desert when 
one is unaccompanied by a chaperon or a Kansas cyclone cellar.) 
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Meanwhile, the monsoon bore down on Stealthy 
Steve with blood-shot eyes and a loud roar! 

He could already feel its hot breath on his 
blanched cheek! 

He tried to light a cigarette, but the monsoon 
blew out the match! 

It was a critical moment for Stealthy Steve, to 
say nothing of the camel. 

“What’s the use of me getting all worked up over 
this?” finally mused Stealthy Steve. “It’s noth- 
ing but a lot of hot air, anyhow.” 

Then the monsoon struck him! 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 


In Which the Great Detective Successfully 
Passes Through Another Crisis in his Life. 


&* 


Stealthy Steve was not long in discovering that a 
Persian monsoon is considerably more than a blast 
of hot air. 

The warm wave struck the camel amidships. It 
snatched the great detective from the camel’s back 
and bore him along with the velocity of about two 
hundred miles an hour. 

Steve flung his arms out, but there was nothing 
to take hold of except air, as he was whirled around 
like a feather in a breeze. 

He did not know what had become of the camel 
after severing his connection with it. 

The air was so full of sand that the detective 
could see nothing to speak of except a very uncer- 
tain future for himself. 

Steve’s eyes were full of sand, there was sand in 
his ears, up his nose, and in his mouth. His shoes 
were full of sand, and the sand sifted down his 
neck, which merely goes to show that if a man 
wishes to acquire a lot of sand in this world all he 
has to do is to rub elbows with a full-grown, robust 
monsoon. 

Meanwhile, the Six-Eyed Sleuth was being buzzed 
around in mid-air like the teeth on a circular saw. 


103 


Ste: Sa- A eteshasy St: 16: ae 


As he made one sudden revolution he caught the 
dim outlines of the camel in the air above him. 
Reaching out like a flash, he seized the dangling 
rein of the beast’s bridle, and by an almost super- 
human effort, pulled himself into the saddle! 
Steve found the camel almost as difficult to ride 
in a monsoon as on the level ground, but he threw 
his arms about its neck and held on like grim death. 
Suddenly, through a rift in the sand, Steve saw 
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beast’s bridle. 


the earth below him. The earth had not changed 
much since he had last seen it; it looked very much 
like the same old earth. The only thing which 
alarmed the sleuth was that the earth was moving 
up to meet him. 

“By hen!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, looking 
about in alarm, “Ill have to find a soft place to 
light!” 

Almost ere these prophetic words fell from his 
lips, the camel hit the desert. 

Stealthy Steve, who was still sitting astride the 
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animal, felt as if he had been split clean up to his 
collar button. 

Dismounting hurriedly, Steve examined the 
camel. It stood buried up to its shoulders in sand. 
Most of the camel’s hair had been blown off by the 
terrific force of the wind. Even the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth had not escaped unscathed; his moustache 
had been badly singed by the scorching air, and two 
valuable suspender buttons, in which he placed 
great reliance, were blown off. 

Prying the camel out of the sand with a sand- 
bar, Steve again mounted it, and started to ride 
toward the palace of Half-fed Bedammit, congratu- 
lating himself on his narrow escape. 
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At Last Stealthy Steve Comes 
Within Sight of the Sultan’s Castle. 
om 


A ride of only two and one-half hours now 
separated the Six-Eyed Sleuth from the city of 
Fzedxygsh, in the Province of Hish-Hash, over 
which Half-fed Bedammit ruled with an iron hand 
as Sultan. 

The camel settled down to a steady lope, while 
Steve clung to the saddle and watched the scenery 
flit past. 

Those who have travelled through the desert are - 
familiar with the attractions which such a trip 
affords. There is only one drawback to desert 
scenery—there is a sameness and monotony about 
it. A trip across a well-developed desert is a good 
deal like eating salt pork the year round—one 
wearies of it, and, after a time, a little of it goes 
a great way. 

If we were to attempt a word picture of a desert 
journey, we would say that when the tourist looks 
ahead he sees nothing but a vast stretch of sand. 
Beyond this vast stretch of sand lies another vast 
stretch of sand, and so on, ad infinitum, until the 
desert is crossed. Sand, in fact, is the chief product 
of any desert; the annual output of sand from some 
of the more pretentious deserts of the world is 
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simply prodigious. Nothing flourishes so luxuriously 
in a desert as sand. 

After riding about two hours, Stealthy Steve 
looked up and saw a man approaching on camel- 
back. 

“Whoa!” commanded Stealthy Steve to his own 
steed—“Back up!” 

Steve had to smile to himself when he thought 
of having asked such a protuberance-covered ¢rea- 
ture as a camel to “back up.” 


With a cry of acute pain the great detective clapped his hand 
to his face. 


“Excuse me, sir,’ began Stealthy Steve to his 
fellow-traveller, “but can you tell me if I am on 
the right road to the city of F-F-F-z-zzz-e-d—?” 

With a cry of acute pain the great detective 
clapped his hand to his face! 

He had thrown his lower jaw out of joint! 

The Six-Eyed Sleuth’s mouth was open to its 
greatest capacity, and he could not seem to close 
it to save his life. 
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Steve tried to make the man understand by signs 
what had happened to his jaw. 

The traveller thought he had met a crazy man, 
and, riding up close, he struck Steve a smash with 
his fist on the point of the jaw for his impudence. 

Instantly the great detective’s jaw flew back 
into place. 

“Thank you,” said Stealthy Steve. “You have 
done me a great service, sir.” 

Steve did not again attempt to pronounce the 
name of the city near where Half-fed Bedammit 
lived, but handed the stranger a card with the 
name written on it, and asked him the direction. 

“You see that city about five miles distant?” 
asked the man. 

“Yes,” replied Steve, eagerly. 

“And you see that castle which stands upon the 
mountain beyond the city?” 

“Yes, yes!” 

“Well, the name of the city is Fzedxygsh, and the 
name of the man who lives in the castle is Half-fed 
Bedammit.” 

“Thank you kindly,” replied Stealthy Steve, spur- 
ring his camel forward. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 


Stealthy Steve Gets as Far 
as the Sultan’s Front Door. 


* 


Stealthy Steve rode quietly into the city of 
Fzedxygsh, via a back alley, until he came to a 
livery stable. There he put up his camel for an 
indefinite time to be fed and cared for until he 
should call for it. 

Then Stealthy Steve visited a drug store, where 
he consulted a directory and secured the name of 
the best hotel in the town—“Sign of the Scimitar” 
it was called. 

Repairing thither, he registered in the name of 
“Baron Jumpinski, St. Petersburg, Russia,” and en- 
gaged a suite of rooms and board for an indefinite 
period. By the time Stealthy Steve had bathed, 
shaved, and changed his clothing, luncheon was 
announced, and, entering the dining room, he par- 
took heartily of the mid-day meal. 

After lunch the Six-Eyed Sleuth lighted a cigar- 
ette and set out afoot for the castle of Half-fed 
Bedammit on the mountain top. 

As he climbed nimbly up the steep ascent his 
heart was light, and he whistled snatches of merry 
airs from “The Sultan of Sulu.” 

Oh, gentle reader, if Stealthy Steve could have 
tubbered into the future at that moment, and could 
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have seen what dangers and calamities were in store 
for him, his merry whistle would have petered out 
in a sad sigh. 

It is well that no man can see into the future, if 
we were able to lift the veil of mystery which ob- 
scures the great Henceforwardness, we would prob- 
ably all prefer to die in order to escape a worse fate. 

As Stealthy Steve approached the castle, he dis- 
guised himself as a book agent by strapping on a 


**I presume this is the Reception Committee,’”’ mused 
Stealthy Steve. 


pair of gum shoes, giving his moustache an upward 
curl, and undoing from a paper wrapping a volume 
of the Encyclopedia Britannica which he had bor- 
rowed from the Carnegie Free Library before leay- 
ing the town of Fzedxygsh. His transformation 
was now complete. 

As Stealthy Steve entered the terraced lawn 
which lay before the castle, two vicious looking 
bulldogs rushed down from the piazza and made 
straight for him. 

“T presume this is the Reception Committee,” 


110 


As Far as the Sultan’s Front Door 


mused Steve, as one of the dogs sprang for his 
throat, and the other seized him by the base of the 
trousers. 

While the dog in front was yet in mid-air, the 
sleuth struck it a solar plexus blow which sent it 
somersaulting across the lawn. When the animal 
got its bearings, it sneaked off whining, with its 
tail between its legs. (See footnote.) 

Reaching behind him, Steve choked the other dog 
until it let go. Then he sent it off with a kick, 
at the same time remarking: 

“Begone, you brute!” 

The great detective then walked mp the piazza 
steps, and rang the bell. 


Footnotz — When the author states that the bulldog ‘‘sneaked 
off whining with its tail between its legs,” he is either in error or 
else he alludes to a certain breed of Persian bulldogs whose tails 
are of sufficient length to enable them to carry them between their 
legs. In the United States the long-tailed bulldog is a very rare 
bird.— PUBLISHERS. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 


Stealthy Steve by a Clever Ruse 
Gains Access to the Sultan’s Castle. 


&* 


As Stealthy Steve stood at the portals of the 
palace occupied by Half-fed Bedammit, waiting for 
some one to answer the bell, his emotions were very 
profuse. 

He realized that one of the supreme moments in 
his quest of the Big Blue Diamond had come. 

Outwardly he was as cool as a cucumber; in- 
wardly he was eager and on the alert. For the last 
time he examined his trusty six-shooter to see if 
the priming was O. K. 

Scarcely had he thrust the weapon into his 
pocket, ere a panel in the door slid open, and a pair ~ 
of evil eyes peered through the slot at him. 

“T believe this is the residence of. Half-fed 
Bedammit, Sultan in and for the Province of Hish- 
Hash?” began Stealthy Steve, carelessly. 

“Tt is,” replied the man behind the door. 

“Ts Half-fed in?” 

“Heviss : 

“T desire to secure an audience with him.” 

“Are you a creditor?” 

“No, sir, I am a Populist.” 

Thereupon the door suddenly swung open, and 
Stealthy Steve entered to find himself in a richly- 
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furnished reception hall, the like of which he had 
never seen. 

The floor consisted of great squares of onyx and 
mother-of-pearl highly polished. Graceful pillars of 
marble arose from floor to ceiling, and each one 
was ornamented with filigree vines and flowers 
wrought in pure gold. The ceiling was of stucco 
work. 

“Your card, please?” said the man who had ad- 
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The butler, in a tone of great dignity said, ‘‘ Follow me.” 


mitted Stealthy Steve—a tall, dark-skinned Persian 
in livery. 

The great detective produced one of his regular 
business cards, bearing the following: “Stealthy 
Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth.” Crossing this out with 
a lead pencil, Steve wrote on the other side of the 
card as follows: 

JAMES J. JAW 
P.S.—I must see you at once—very important! 

“Wait here until I ascertain if the Sultan will 

admit you,” requested the royal butler, receiving 
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the card into a psilver psalver, and retiring noise- 
lessly into the depths of the great castle. 

After an absence of half an hour, the butler re- 
turned and said: 

“I am requested by the Sultan to ask what busi- 
ness you are in?” 

“J am a purveyor of current literature, 
the sleuth. 

Again the butler disappeared, but after a little 
time returned and in a tone of great dignity, said: 

“Follow me,” 


3? 


replied 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 


At Last the Sleuth Manages to 
Butt Into the Sultan’s Presence. 


&* 


Stealthy Steve followed the royal butler for per- 
haps five hundred yards. Then he mounted behind 
him up a long and wide flight of marble steps. At 
the top of the stairs the butler turned abruptly to 
the right, and led the way along a curving corridor. 
When Steve’s guide again turned toward the left 
the great detective exclaimed: “I tell you what, a 
trolley system would be a great thing in here!” 

The butler merely frowned, and walked on with 
a dignified bearing. 

After a time the butler halted before a massive 
door, and pressed a button. Instantly the door 
swung open, and the butler, salaaming low, said in 
a low voice: 

“Enter the throne room!” 

Stealthy Steve stepped across the threshold and 
stopped, almost paralyzed by the magnificence of 
his surroundings. The room was circular in form. 
Several tiers of luxuriously upholstered divans were 
arranged in a semi-circle, and upon these lay four 
score or more of the most beautiful women Stealthy 
Steve had ever seen. Some were smoking cigar- 
ettes, others were playing tombourines, while still 
others were laughing or talking together. In the 
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centre of the room a fountain was playing, and 
here and there great palms spread their graceful 
fronds. 

In a massive, bejewelled chair, which stood on an 
elevated platform, sat Half-fed Bedammit, the Per- 
sian monarch. As Stealthy Steve stood, awed by 
the splendor of the place, Half-fed spake, saying: 

“Approach!” 

Steve stepped quickly forward, ascended the plat- 
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“I tell you what, a trolley system would be a great thing 
in here.”’ 


form to where the Sultan sat, and held out his 
hand. Half-fed Bedammit grasped it heartily. 

“Mr. James Jaw, I believe,” said the Sultan. 

“Precisely, your Majesty,” replied Stealthy Steve. 
“T am charmed to meet you, I am sure; I have heard 
a great deal of Half-fed Bedammit.” 

“Allow me to introduce you to my wife,” went on 
the Sultan, indicating the ladies present with a 
wave of his hand. 

Steve turned and bowed very low. 
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“May I inquire which particular peach in that lot 
you honor as your wife?” inquired Stealthy Steve. 

“Oh, they are all my wife,” answered the Sultan; 
“when I said ‘wife’ I used it in a consolidated sense. 
I had ninety-seven wives in all when my expert 
accountant posted up the books last, and I expect 
to be married a couple more times next week; but 
all that is neither here nor there—let’s to business.” 
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The Sultan Pushes a Button and 
His Bodyguard Does the Rest. 


* 


“And so,” continued Half-fed Bedammit, pleas- 
antly, as Stealthy Steve, alias James J. Jaw, stood 
before him in the throne room, “you call yourself 
on your card ‘a purveyor of current literature?’ ” 

“Exactly,” replied the ready sleuth, taking from 
under his arm the volume of the Encyclopedia Brit- 
annica which he had brought along, and opening its 
pages at random. “I have here a sample of one of 
the greatest literary achievements that has ever 
been perpetrated upon an ignorant and pusillani- 
mous world—it is a work that is alike invaluable 
to the monarch or the masses—it is a godsend to 
the humble home, and no palace is complete without 
it—wives want it, children cry for it, neighbors 
borrow it,—the only knowledge storehouse of its 
kind on earth, giving, as it does, a complete and 
accurate account of the past, present and future,— 
bound in cloth or half-moroceo—thirty volumes in 
all—may be read backward or forward with equal 
facility—each chapter complete in itself—the pub- 
lishers agree that if the purchaser can discover a 
plot anywhere in the thirty volumes to return his 
money—this is absolutely and unqualifiedly the 
greatest bargain on the market today—price $60, 
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one-half down, and the balance on day of delivery— 
how many sets do you wish?” 

Stealthy Steve paused, gasping for breath. He 
flattered himself that he had made a big hit with 
the Sultan. 

Half-fed Bedammit’s eyelids closed until they 
became mere slits through which gleamed the bead- 
like pupils, which were fixed on Stealthy Steve. 

He displayed his hideous yellow teeth in a rasp- 


“You are a book agent!’ exclaimed Half-fed Bedammit ina 
trembling voice. 


ing, unnatural laugh—a laugh in which there was 
no mirth—only mockery and bitterness. 

“You told me that you were a purveyor of cur- 
rent literature,” hissed the Sultan. 

“That’s what I am,” answered Stealthy Steve. 

“You are a book agent,” exclaimed Half-fed 
Bedammit, in a trembling voice. 

“Well,” retorted Steve, “a book agent and a pur- 
veyor of current literature are the same.” 

The Sultan touched a push button in the arm of 
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his chair. Instantly twelve able-bodied men ap- 
proached and stood at attention. 

“This cur of a dog,” cried the Sultan, rising in a 
rage, and pointing at Stealthy Steve, “is a book 
agent, who secured an audience with me under false 
pretence! You know what the degree against book 
agents is, serfs ?” 

“Aye, aye, most exalted one!” responded the Sul- 
tan’s bodyguard in chorus. 

“Then seize him!” commanded Half-fed Bedam- 
mit. 

The twelve strong men fell upon the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth, and, ere he could resist, bore him from the 
throne room. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 


Stealthy Steve Meets Panamahatma, 
The Sultan’s Chief Executioner. 


&* 


As the men carried him through the door, one of 
the ninety-seven wives of the Sultan who were in 
the room, stepped quickly to the great detective’s 
side and whispered in his ear: 

“Cheer up, old sport!—TI will help you if I can!” 

Her languorous blue eyes were full of tears as 
she said this, and, although his position at that 
moment was a perilous one, the Six-Hyed Sleuth 
could not help noting her great beauty, while her 
cheering words lingered long in his memory. 

Hoiding him in their vise-like grip, the Sultan’s 
bodyguard carried the sleuth through numerous cor- 
ridors and winding passages. 

After descending several flights of steps, they 
halted before a massive iron door which was double 
locked and bolted. This door was unlocked, and 
opened only to reveal a second bolted door of solid 
steel to the thickness of eight inches. Number two 
was swung open, and Stealthly Steve was thrust 
through it. 

The Six-Hyed Sleuth looked about quickly. He 
found himself in a square room with floor, walis and 
ceiling of massive granite blocks. There was but 
one window in the chamber, and it was near the 
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ceiling, on one side, thirty feet from the floor. 
Moreover, it was heavily barred. 

“T guess this will hold me for a while!” muttered 
Stealthy Steve, as he went about the room, examin- 
ing the walls critically. “That book-agent dodge 
didn’t work, but beware, Half-fed Bedammit—be- 
ware! I will fool you yet!” 

At that instant the door again opened, and a sin- 
ister-looking man of massive proportions stepped 


“My gosh, have I only eight hours to live?” cried Stealthy 
Steve. ‘‘There must be some mistake.” 


quickly inside. So tall was he that he was obliged 
to stoop to enter. 

This giant Persian, who stood nine feet in his 
socks, was none other than Panamahatma, the Sul- 
tan’s Chief Executioner. Taking from his tunic a 
letter, Panamahatma read the following order from 
Half-fed Bedammit: 


“To whom it may concern. 

GREETING: I, Half-fed Bedammit, Sultanin and for the Province 
of Hish-Hash, do hereby condemn to death one James J. Jaw, a book 
agent, in the manner made and provided by me for the decease of 
book agents. 

“To Wit—Said James J. Jaw shall be conducted to the royal 
court at the next sunrise and shall there be shot until dead. 

(Signed) ‘‘Ha.F-FED BEDAMMIT, 
‘ “Sultan. 

122 “ Witness, PANAMAHATMA, 
“ Chief Decapper.” 


Stealthy Steve Meets Panamahatma 
Sa EES a 

Panamahatma then left the room, bolting the 
great doors after him. 

“My gosh!—Have I only eight hours to live?” 
cried Stealthy Steve. “There must be some mis- 
take!” 

Saying this, the great detective whipped out his 
watch, and turned it back eight hours, thus com- 
muting sentence to sixteen hours, 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 


Half-fed Bedammit Does a 
Little Sleuth Stunt Himself. 


* 


That night as Stealthy Steve tossed restlessly on 
the hard stone floor of the castle bastile trying to 
put in the time until the hour of his execution at 
sunrise should arrive, Half-fed Bedammit was in- 
tent on another matter. 

The Sultan had carefully preserved the card 
which Stealthy Steve had sent up to him upon his 
arrival at the castle. Laying all jokes aside, Half- 
fed Bedammit was a pretty foxy old guy. 

It will be remembered that Steve crossed out his 
own name on this card and wrote on it the fictitious 
name, “James J. Jaw.” 

Summoning the Royal Eraser to him, the Sultan 
commanded that the pencil marks over the original 
name be carefully rubbed off. The Chief Eraser 
did this, and returned the card to the Sultan. Half- 
fed Bedammit glued his eyes upon it eagerly, and 
read aloud the following: 


STEALTHY STEVE, 
The Six-Eyed Sleuth. 


“By my ninety-seven wives!” cried the Sultan 
with ghoulish glee. “This gent is a detective!” 
Turning swiftly, Half-fed Bedammit pushed a 
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button in the wall. Almost immediately Panama- 
hatma, the chief executioner, entered the room and 
stood at attention. 

“Panamahatma,” said the Sultan. 

“Aye, aye, sir!” retorted “Pan.” 

“You recollect that book agent who was seized 
yesterday ?” 

“Yes, your Majesty.” 

“You read to him my decree of death at sunrise ?” 

“Yes, O Sun, Moon and Stars!” 


“T wish to ask you to kindly remain where you are until 
I return.’”’ 


“Well, just between you and me, Panamahatma, 
that fellow is not a book agent, but a detective 
known as Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, and 
I am satisfied he is hanging about here for no good. 
I command you therefore to take every precaution 
to prevent his escape. Convey to him my compli- 
ments, and tell him that instead of being shot at 
the next sunrise his head will be chopped off twice 
tomorrow at 2 p.m. I expect to invite in some of 
my friends to witness the ceremony. That’s all.” 
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Panamahatma departed, and ten minutes later 
entered the death chamber where Stealthy Steve 
was confined. 

“Time up?” asked Stealthy Steve, yawning. 

“You are not to be shot at sunrise,” said Pana- 
mahatma tersely. 

“Good!” exclaimed Steve. 

“You are to have your head chopped off twice 
tomorrow at 2 p. m.” 

“Bad,” said Stealthy Steve, looking sad. 

Panamahatma then locked steel manacles on 
the great detective’s wrists and ankles, and chained 
him to a massive iron post in the centre of the 
prison room. As an extra precaution, a heavy iron 
belt was clasped about Stealthy Steve’s waist, from 
which a massive chain hung; at the end of this 
chain was an iron ball weighing five tons. 

As Panamahatma was about to leave the cell, he 
turned back and said: 

“My dear sir, there is one little personal favor I 
would like to ask of you before I go!” 

“Name it, Pan.,” said Stealthy Steve, courteously; 
“T would be only too glad to serve you in my humble 
way.” 

“I wish to ask you to kindly remain where you 
are until I return.” 

“Oh, you go to the devil!” hissed Stealthy Steve. 

But instead of doing as requested, Panamahatma 
went off chuckling to himself as he locked both 
doors after him. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth is Interrupted 
on the Eve of His Escape. 


&* 


As Panamahatma’s footsteps pattered off along 
the corridor and finally died away, Stealthy Steve 
began to realize how hazardous his present pre- 
dicament really was. 

“Here am I,” he groaned, “in a death chamber of 
solid stone, behind one barred window and two 
metal doors. Not only that, but I am chained to 
an iron post, manacled hand and foot, and, in addi- 
tion, I am wearing an iron belt attached to a ball 
weighing five tons. Now all this wouldn’t be so 
bad,” reflected the Six-Eyed Sleuth, “if it were not 
for the fact that at 2 p. m. to-morrow I am to have 
my head chopped off—twice. Curse you for a saf- 
fron-faced varlet, Half-fed Bedammit!—I will foil 
you yet!” 

Saying this, Stealthy Steve bowed his head and 
began to gnaw at the steel manacle which bound 
his wrist. Presently he broke off a tooth, and with 
an oath, spat it out upon the stone floor and again 
bent to his task. Inside five minutes he had bitten 
through one of the inch-thick steel bands, and, lo! 
—his right hand was free! 

Reaching down and opening a secret pocket in 
the sole of his boot, the clever sleuth drew forth a 
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hand-forged steel file which he always carried in 
case of emergency, and began filing the band on his 
left wrist. 

Soon both hands were free, and Steve then set to 
work to sever the manacles which bound his ankles. 

He worked with feverish haste, for the night 
was flying fast, and he realized that he must escape 
ere dawn should break. 


Stealthy Steve crouched behind the iron ball and waited. 


As the second manacle fell from his ankle he 
stood up and drew a long breath. 

“Now for the iron belt about my waist which 
has developed such a strong attachment between 
me and that five-ton ball,’ he mused, as he again 
set to work with a will. 

Scarcely had he applied the file to the belt when 
he heard a key grating in the lock of the outer 
door to the death chamber. 

Stealthy Steve paused in his work, and listened 
intently. 

Yes, there could be no mistake; some one was 
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about to enter the room. 

“Well, I'll be jiggered!” whispered Steve to him- 
self in so low a voice that he could scarcely hear 
what he said. “Is it possible that I am to be 
_ thwarted on the eve of my escape? If any person 
succeeds in thwarting me at this juncture, he’ll have 
to use an A No. 1 thwart, Pll tell you that. Per- 
haps it’s that accursed Panamahatma with my 
breakfast—the idiotic chump! he knows I have no 
appetite. Besides, it isn’t yet time for breakfast. 
When he discovers that I have filed his manacles 
he will probably decide to chop my head off three 
times.” 

Now the person on the outside was unlocking the 
inner door! 

Stealthy Steve picked up the five-ton ball to 
which he was attached, carried it to a far corner 
of the room, and lowering it gently to the floor, 
crouched behind it and waited. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Listens 
To an Unexpected Proposal. 


&* 


Presently the door of the death chamber swung 
open. 

Stealthy Steve, who was crouching, apprehensive, 
behind the great iron ball, rubbered around its cir- 
cumference expecting to see the massive proportions 
of Panamahatma, the Chief Executioner. 

Instead, he saw in the uncertain light the figure 
of a beautiful woman. 

She was looking nervously about the death 
chamber, as if expecting to see some one. 

“Pardon me, Miss,” said Steathy Steve, stepping 
from behind his place of concealment and executing 
a courtly bow, “but are you looking for anybody in 
particular ?” 

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, crossing the room 
hastily and laying her lily-white hand on his arm, 
“T am looking for the man who is to have his head 
amputated at 2 p. m. to-morrow.” 

“T have the honor of being that same gent,” 
answered Steve. 

“Ah, I recognize you now,” she replied, peering 
into his face. “Do you not remember me?” 

“Well, there is something about you that looks 
familiar,” admitted Steve. 
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“It’s my face,” she gushed; “I am the girl who 
promised that I would try to save your life when 
the Sultan’s bodyguard was carrying you from the 
throne room.” 

“Then you are one of the numerous wives of 
Half-fed Bedammit ?” 

“Precisely.” 

“May I ask your name?” 


There in the doorway stood the Sultan and Panamahatma. 


“T have no name—the wives of the Sultan are 
all known by numbers; my number is 79.” 

“And how did you manage to get in here, Mrs.— 
Mre.-79 2” 

“T took the keys from Panamahatma while he 
slept.” 

“Youre a peach!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve. 

“That’s what the Sultan says,” she replied, blush- 
ing. “Now I will aid you to escape on one condi- 
tion.” 

“And that is?” questioned Steve, eagerly. 
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“That is, provided you will marry me and take 
me away from this place.” 

“Heaven forbid, woman!” gasped Stealthy Steve; 
“T am already married to one wife.” 

“Oh, I don’t object to that,” replied No. 79. “I 
am used to being married to a man who has other 
wives.” 

“B-b-b-but—but in—in case stammered 
poor Steve, at a loss for words to express himself. 

“There, please don’t butt in, kind sir,” she inter- 
rupted, soothingly, as she fell upon his manly 
bosom and threw her white, velvet arms about his 
neck. “You know you love me; haven’t I just told 
you you do? And I love you, too, even better than 
I do Half-fed Bedammit himself. You have such a 
beautiful moustache and a 

At that instant Stealthy Steve glanced up, and 
the very marrow in his bones turned pale. 

There, in the doorway stood the Sultan himself, 
grinning hideously, and behind him towered the 
huge giant form of Panamahatma, the Chief 
Chopper. 
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Stealthy Steve Side-Steps the Situation 
and Escapes From the Castle. 
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“Ha!” hissed Half-fed Bedammit, “I observe that 
we are just i time to prevent his escape, Panama- 
hatma.” 

Panamahatma, who stood behind the Sultan, 
blocking the doorway, now drew from his belt a 
murderous-looking cutlass three feet in length. 

“As for you, my proud beauty,” continued the 
Sultan, approaching a step nearer, and addressing 
his wife No. 79, “you shall be killed along with 
your perfidious and pusillanimous lover!” 

“Oh, save me! Save me!” shrieked the girl, as 
she clung more closely about Steve’s neck. 

“Seize him, Panamahatma!” commanded Half- 
fed Bedammit sternly. 

The giant crouched, and sprang like a tiger 
toward Stealthy Steve. 

Thrusting the girl gently but roughly aside, the 
Six-Eyed Sleuth snatched up the five-ton ball, to 
which he was chained, and clubbed his adversary. 

The ball struck Panamahatma on the right 
temple, felling him in a heap to the floor, where he 
lay quiet. Panamahatma was now out of the game. 

But the Sultan was not to be flim-flammed so 
easily. Pulling from his tunic an ugly-looking re- 
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volver, he levelled it at the detective’s head and 
pulled the trigger. : 
Stealthy Steve caught the bullet between his 
teeth and spat it out upon the floor in disgust. 
Before the Sultan could fire a second time the 
sleuth was upon him. 
Tripping up his Royal Nibs, Steve threw him 
heavily upon the stone floor, and sitting down on 
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top of him closed his hands like a vise about Half- 
fed Bedammit’s throat. 

“Now, you yellow-faced cur,” hissed Stealthy 
Steve, “promise me on your oath that you will not 
harm a hair of this girl’s head, or I will plug up 
your pipes permanently.” 

“IT promise,” gurgled Half-fed Bedammit, and 
Steve loosed his grip. 

The Sultan sat up weakly, and before the great 
detective knew what he was about to do, Half-fed 
reached to the wall and pressed a button. 

“Flee! Flee for your life!” screamed wife No. 79 
to Stealthy Steve. “That alarm will bring the Sul- 
tan’s bodyguard on the run.” 
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Snatching up the five-ton iron ball, Stealthy 
Steve rushed from the death chamber into the cor- 
ridor, and seeing what seemed to be an open space 
at the end of the passage, ran toward it. 

As he sprang out into the light of day his heart 
sank within him. 

He found himself in the royal court, surrounded 
by walls of stone fifty feet high! 

Already he could hear the twelve men of the 
Sultan’s bodyguard coming toward him on the run! 

The next instant they were in full view. 

Behind them came the Sultan shouting, “Kill 
him on the spot!” 

Just as the men, maddened by their lust for 
blood, were about to seize Stealthy Steve and rend 
him limb from limb, a bright idea occurred to the 
sleuth. 

Snatching up the five-ton ball he threw it with 
great force over the high stone wall. 

Being chained to the ball, Stealthy Steve natu- 
rally followed it, and disappeared from view on the 
outside of the enclosure. 
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The Sleuth Escapes but in 
Doing So Gets His Feet Wet. 
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As the iron ball carried Stealthy Steve swiftly 
through the air he began to look around and take 
notice. The air blew through his whiskers with 
lightning-like velocity. 

“Here’s where I break a leg or something if I 
don’t look out,’ muttered Stealthy Steve uneasily. 

Down, down he plunged on the outer side of the 
eastle wall. 

Presently the ball struck the earth a glancing 
blow, and bounded down the mountain side drag- 
ging the unfortunate sleuth with it. 

Between bounces Stealthy Steve glanced below 
him, and to his great dismay saw a large lake at 
the foot of the mountain directly in the path of the 
ball. 

Quicker than it takes to tell it, the ball bounded 
into the lake with a great splash, and sank to the 
bottom in forty feet of water, dragging the great ~ 
detective down with it! 

Steve didn’t think to take a long breath before 
striking the lake, and he knew that under those 
circumstances he could not remain below the sur- 
face more than an hour at the longest without 
drowning. His position was now what one might 
call critical. 
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Picking up the five-ton ball, Steve held it under 
one arm, and by treading water energetically man- 
aged to reach the surface. 

He then held the ball on his chest, and swam to 
the shore of the lake, which was only a quarter of 
a mile distant. 

Once on dry land, it was the work of only a few 
minutes for the great detective, by means of his 
skeleton keys, to pick the lock of the iron band 


His position was now what one might call critical. 


about his waist by which he was chained to the ball. 
He then removed his clothes and wrung them dry. 
After re-dressing himself, the great detective 
glanced toward the Sultan’s castle on the mountain 
a mile above him. 

In the morning light the Six-Eyed Sleuth made 
out the forms of thirty or more men who were run- 
ning wildly here and there outside the castle walls. 

“Ah, ha!” said the great detective to himself; 
“they are searching for me!” 
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Then he shook his clenched fist upward toward 
the castle and hissed: 

“Never you mind, Half-fed Bedammit—you got 
the best of me in that book-agent deal, but beware, 
you moth-eaten ruler of a tottering dynasty, there’s 
more than one way to cook a goose!” 

With these dire words on his lips, the great de- 
tective turned away, and, walking hastily to his 
hotel—“The Sign of the Scimitar’—left orders 
with the clerk to be called at 6 p. m. 

Then the sleuth went to his oom, threw himself 
upon the bed, and was soon sleeping deeply. 
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The Brave Sleuth Again 
Visits the Sultan’s Castle. 
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The porter awoke Stealthy Steve at 6 p. m., ac- 
cording to schedule. 

Rising immediately, the sleuth made his toilet 
and descended to the café, where he ate a hearty 
meal. 

Lighting a cigarette, he once more left the hotel 
and set out for the Sultan’s castle. After a toil- 
some journey up the mountain side, the great 
detective at last reached the east wall of the 
palace. 

It was early twilight, and as Stealthy Steve 
paused in the shadow of some shrubbery, the red 
rim of the sun disappeared below the mountains to 
the west. 

“Now to break into this palatial residence again,” 
whispered Stealthy Steve. 

Crouching low, he stole along, keeping close 
under the shadow of the building. Pausing to rec- 
onnoitre, he chanced to glance upward, and there 
from a small, barred window, a sheer fifty feet from 
where he stood, he saw a red silk handkerchief flut- 
tering in a woman’s hand. 

Instantly Steve became alert. 

To him that fluttering red handkerchief was a 
signal of danger. 
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Danger? Danger to whom? 

Why, danger to the owner of the lily-white hand 
that held it. 

Thus the foxy sleuth reasoned by means of his 
patent deductive method. 

Would he remain where he was while that mute 
appeal from some fair creature fluttered there above 
him? 

Would Stealthy Steve, ever a pet among ladies, 
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There with her tear-stained face against the bars, was 
wife No. 79. 


stand idly by while one of the gentler sex was in 
distress ? 

No—a thousand times no! 

Strapping on a pair of wall climbers, the great 
detective shinned up the perpendicular side of the 
castle. 

Upon reaching the window, he grasped the ledge 
and pulling himself up, peered through. 

There, with her tear-stained face against the - 
bars, only a few inches from his own, was the Sul- 
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tan’s wife No. 79, who had helped him to escape 
from the death chamber. ” 

“How now, my charmer,” spoke Stealthy Steve, 
gaily. “What’s the trouble?” # 

“Oh, kind sir,’ she sobbed, “the Sultan has 
ordered me to be amputated at eight o’clock to- 
morrow morning!” 

“Then he did not keep his promise to me hee he 
would not harm you—curse him!” 

“No—and, oh, sir, you too are in mortal danger!” 

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, 
becoming interested. 

“Yes, yes,, Half-fed Bedammit by wireless has 
summoned Etienne La Croix from Paris, the great- 
est sleuth in all Europe, to run you down!” 

“Ts La Croix here yet?” 

“No, he is to arrive at the rear entrance of the 
castle at nine o’clock to-night—he comes by air- 
ship.” 

“Alone?” 

“Alone.” 

“Good!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve. “Have 
patience, little girl, and do not lose heart—I will 
save you!” 

Saying this Stealthy Steve slid to the ground. 
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Stealthy Steve Meets Etienne 
haCroix, a Rival Stew. 
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“And so Etienne La Croix proposes to match his 
prowess against mine, does he?” sneered Stealthy 
Steve to himself, as he picked his way cautiously 
toward the rear entrance of the castle. (See foot- 
note.) “Well,” continued the sleuth, taking out 
his six-shooter and patting it lovingly, “he is at lib- 
erty to try it.” 

Having now reached the rear entrance, Stealthy 
Steve crouched behind a shrub beside the big door 
and waited. 

All was still, save the mournful, far-away hoot of 
an owl; if the hoot had been closer, Stealthy Steve 
might have seen it, but being so far away, he merely 
heard it. The moon was shining brightly. 

As the bell in the palace tower began tolling off 
the hour of nine, Steve descried a dark object, high 
up in the heavens, which was becoming larger as it 
descended toward him. 

“Ah, the airship!” thought Steve, shrinking far- 
ther into the shadows. 

Before the reverberations of the great bell had 
died away, the bird-like airship settled softly as a 
feather directly before the entrance beside which 
Steve crouched. 
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ee 
A tall, sinewy man, whom Stealthy Steve knew 
to be Etienne La Croix, the famous detective, now 
stepped over the side of the ship, and, taking from 
his pocket a big roll, paid off the aeronaut and dis- 
missed him. Almost immediately the huge airship 
flapped her wings, and, rising swiftly to a height 
of over five thousand feet, sailed away westward. 
Etienne La Croix stood for a moment gazing aloft 
at the fast-disappearing airship; then he turned and 
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Stealthy Steve the Six-Eyed Sleuth sprang upon him. 


made a move as if to knock on the door, but sud- 
denly checked himself and muttered aloud: 
“Huh, I have forgotten that combination knock 


which the Sultan wired me.” 
Reaching into his inside pocket, La Croix brought 
forth a telegram which he opened and read aloud as 


follows: 
“ BTIENNE La Crorx, Paris, FRANOE, 
“‘Cometo my castle by airship at once. I desire you to furnish 
me information that will reveal the whereabouts of a man named 
‘Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth.’ If you can assist me in put- 


ting my hands on him, I will do the rest. 
“ HALF-FED BEDAMMIT, 


“ Sultan of Hish-Hash, 

“P.§.— Land your airship at the rear entrance to the castle — 

knock seven times on the door. Bring this telegram to identify your- 
self, as I have never met you. ‘“¢ BEDAMMIT.”’ 
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“Knock seven times on the door, eh?” repeated 
La Croix aloud, replacing the telegram safely in 
his pocket. “Well, here goes!” 

Before the French detective could knock even 
once against the panel Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth, sprang upon him. 


FootnoTE— This rear entrance was also used as an exit.— THE 
AUTHOR. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Turns the 
Tables on the French Detective. 
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As Stealthy Steve leaped upon La Croix with the 
force and ferocity of a tiger, his fingers found the 
French detective’s throat, and ere La Croix could 
make the slightest outcry, his wind was cut off. 

Back and forth the two detectives struggled 
silently and terribly, there in the moonlight before 
the castle door. 

La Croix attempted some of his most clever trips 
and wrenches, but through it all,-Stealthy Steve 
never, even for an instant, loosed his grim, bull- 
dog clutch on the other’s throat. 

Finally, La Croix’s struggles became more feeble, 
and at last the Parisian’s muscles relaxed, and he 
dropped limp to the ground, unconscious. 

Stealthy Steve hurriedly removed La Croix’s 
coat, waistcoat, trousers, shoes, hat, shirt, ete. Dis- 
robing himself, the Six-Eyed Sleuth donned the 
I'renchman’s garments. His transformation was now 
complete, and, looking intently at La Croix’s face, 
which was. now in repose, Steve changed his own 
facial expression until he looked more like La Croix 
than La Croix looked like himself. 

Only one thing now remained to do—change La 
Croix’s features so that he would look like some 
one else. 
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Whipping out a razor, Steve shaved off La 
Croix’s moustache; he then massaged La Croix’s 
face with his fist until his own mother would not 
have known him. 

Suddenly, La Croix began to stir with returning 
consciousness, and opened his eyes! 

The French detective found himself staring into 
the muzzle of Stealthy Steve’s six-shooter. “Get 
up!” commanded the Six-Eyed Sleuth. 

La Croix obeyed. 


Saying this, Stealthy Steve rapped seven times against the 
castle door. 


“Now get into those clothes,” said Steve, sternly, 
pointing to the ones he had just taken off. 

“Hold out your hands,” went on Steve, reaching 
into the pocket of the coat he had on (La Croix’s 
coat) and producing a pair of handcuffs. 

La Croix obeyed, and the Six-Eyed Sleuth 
clapped the handcuffs on him. 

“T believe I have the honor of addressing Etienne 
La Croix, the pet sleuth of European and Asiatic 
royalty,” continued Stealthy Steve, tauntingly. 

La Croix looked at him aghast. 
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“And I understand you came here expecting to 
meet a fellow sleuth named Stealthy Steve? Am 
I right ?” 

“Yes, damn him,’ snapped La Croix, 
when I do meet him “e 

“Tut-tut, man, he may be nearer than you sup- 
pose!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T mean that I am Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth ! 

La Croix staggered back, paralyzed by surprise. 

“You were about to call on the Sultan when I 
interrupted you?” went on Stealthy Steve, coolly. 

“Well, what’s that to you?” snapped La Croix. 

“Oh, nothing, particular,” replied Stealthy Steve, 
“except that I have met the Sultan and you have 
not, so I shall take the liberty of introducing you!” 

Saying this, Stealthy Steve rapped seven times 
against the castle door. 


“and 
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Stealthy Steve Again Meets 
Half-fed Bedammit, The Sultan. 
& 


Stealthy Steve, garbed in the clothing of Etienne 
La Croix, the French detective, stood waiting for 
some one to answer his knock on the palace door. 
Behind the Six-Eyed Sleuth, wearing the latter’s 
garments, his moustache shaved off, and his wrists 
manacled, fumed La Croix. himself. 

Presently the door opened, revealing a troop of 
armed Persians lined up inside, with Half-fed 
Bedammit, the Sultan, at their head. 

“I am Etienne La Croix, the French detective,” 
announced Stealthy Steve. 

“Tt’s a lie!” shouted La Croix himself, as the Sul- 
tan was about to grasp the Six-Eyed Sleuth’s hand. 

“Who is this person who questions your iden- 
tity?” asked the Sultan of Stealthy Steve, indicating 
La Croix. 

“He is some low fellow whom I found loitering 
abcut the palace entrance upon my arrival, your 
Majesty,” replied Stealthy Steve . “I overcame him, 
and handcuffed him as a suspicious character. He 
is not quite right in his head, as he appears to think 
that I am he and he is I.” 

“You did well to arrest him,” answered the Sul- 
tan. Then turning to a squad of soldiers, he said: 
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“Remove that man to the bastile!” The soldiers 
seized La Croix and bore him away swearing and 
protesting. 

“Now, Mr. La Croix,” continued the Sultan, once 
more addressing Stealthy Steve, “in order that I 
may be assured that you are the gentleman you rep- 
resent yourself to be, kindly let me see the tele- 
gram I sent you—TI cannot be too cautious in this 
matter, you understand.” 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth disrobed, blew out the gas and jumped 
into bed. 


“Quite so,” answered Steve, as he coolly pro- 
duced the message from the pocket of La Croix’s 
coat which he wore, and handed it to the Sultan. 

“Ah,” said the Sultan, scanning the paper closely, 
“there remains no doubt of your being Etienne La 
Croix, the great Paris hawkshaw. And now, Mr. 
La Croix, as the hour is late, permit me to furnish 
you with an escort to the royal bedchamber. If 
you will do me the honor to breakfast with me at 
6 a. m., I will then give you all the facts in my 
possession which I hope may enable you to lay your 
hand on that base scoundrel, Stealthy Steve, the 
Six-Eyed Sleuth.” 
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“JT shall run the villain to earth, if it takes a life- 
time!” swore Stealthy Steve, hotly. 

“That’s the way I like to hear a man talk,” 
answered Half-fed Bedammit, grasping Steve’s 
hand, and bidding him a hearty good night. 

Ten minutes later, Stealthy Steve was ushered 
into the royal guest chamber, which was one of the 
most sumptuous apartments he had ever seen. Clos- 
ing the door, and locking it, the Six-Eyed Sleuth 
disrobed, blew out the gas, and jumped into bed. 
There he lay with his face in a pillow and laughed 
himself to sleep at the lucky turn of events. 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth has a Heart- 
to-Heart Talk with the Sultan. 
Bad 


Stealthy Steve was awakened next morning at 
5.30 by low, sweet music, which came from several 
golden pipes through the wall at the head of his 
bed. 

Then the door opened and an African servant 
entered and announced that the Sultan would be 
pleased to have Stealthy Steve join him at break- 
fast in the royal breakfast room in half an hour. 

Steve dressed leisurely, and at the appointed time 
was escorted into the royal breakfast room, where 
Half-fed Bedammit was already waiting. Steve oc- 
cupied the place of honor at the Sultan’s right 
hand. 

“Now, Mr. La Croix,” began Half-fed Bedammit, 
passing Stealthy Steve a dish of prunes, “I will tell 
you why I sent for you. This rascal, Stealthy Steve, 
the Six-Eyed Sleuth, gained an audience with me 
day before yesterday on the pretext of being a pur- 
veyor of current literature. When I found that he 
was nothing but a low-down book agent, I impris- 
oned him, and condemned him to death.” 

“You did perfectly right,” assented Stealthy 
Steve. 

“But,” went on the Sultan, “one of my wives, 
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No. 79, to be exact, stole the prison keys from 
Panamahatma, my Chief Executioner, and assisted 
Stealthy Steve to escape.” 

“And did he escape ?” 

“Yes, and in escaping, the villain struck Pana- 
mahatma on the knob with a five-ton iron ball, and 
‘Pan.’ has been in bed with a headache ever since.” 

“The ornery cuss!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve in 
well-feigned anger. 

“Not only that,’ continued the Sultan, “but he 
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“Stealthy Steve shall suffer for this,” declared Stealthy Steve. 


also choked me ’til I saw whole constellations of 
stars that are not down on the planetary map!” 

“Stealthy Steve shall suffer for this!’ declared 
Stealthy Steve. 

“So he shall!” snorted Half-fed Bedammit. “Give 
me information that will lead to his arrest, and I 
will reward you with all the gold a camel can carry 
and give you fifteen wives besides!” 

“Thanks,” answered Steve. “The gold is right 
in my line, but as for the wives—well, to be frank, I 
have one wife, and I don’t believe that I hanker 
for any more at the present writing. But, tell me, 
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Half-fed, what do you propose to do with this wife 
No. 79, who assisted Stealthy Steve to escape?” 

“Why, I’m going to have her head chopped off 
—the wench!” hissed Half-fed Bedammit. “Her 
execution takes place at eight o’clock this morning 
in the chopping department of the palace. By the 
way,’ said the Sultan, consulting his watch, “it 
lacks only fifteen minutes of eight now; would you 
like to see how we exterminate faithless wives in 
Persia ?” 

“By all means,” replied Stealthy Steve. 

“Very well,’ replied Half-fed Bedammit, and 
arising from the breakfast table, the Six-Eyed 
Sleuth and the Sultan left the room, arm in arm. 
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Stealthy Steve by a Foxy Move 
Saves the Life of Wife No. 79. 
a 


Half-fed Bedammit and Stealthy Steve, alias La 
Croix, the French detective, soon reached the court 
where wife No. 79 (the peach who had helped 
Stealthy Steve to escape) was to be executed. 

Panamahatma, the giant executioner, who was 
now able to be up and around, stood over her with a 
heavy axe raised, awaiting the signal from the Sul- 
tan. 

Half-fed Bedammit was just about to nod his 
head for Panamahatma to bring down the axe when 
Stealthy Steve spoke up: 

“What did you say is her number?” 

“Number 79.” 

“How many wives have you in all?” 

“Ninety-seven.” 

“Well, see here, Half-fed, if you kill that girl, you 
are going to have a lot of trouble on your hands.” 

“How so?” asked the Sultan, becoming inter- 
ested. 

“Why, when she is dead, you will have to num- 
ber all those above 79 over again!” 

“By my Sacred Sceptre, that’s so!” exclaimed 
Half-fed Bedammit. 

“And when you re-number them,” went on 
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Stealthy Steve adroitly, “they'll be eternally 
answering by their old numbers, and this will cause 
no end of confusion.” 

The Sultan, perceiving the force of his argu- 
ment, at once ordered wife No. 79 to be pardoned 
and led to her regular stall in the harem. 

“We will now enter my private parlor and be 
entertained by a bunch of my hootschee-kootschee 
dancers,” said the Sultan, leading the way. 

As the girls danced, Stealthy Steve and Half-fed 


Half-fed Bedammit was just about to nod his head, when 
Stealthy Steve spoke up. 


Bedammit smoked cigarettes and chatted affably 
together. 

“Did you ever see a premiere danseuse named 
Heloise Beaufort do her high-kicking stunt?” asked 
Stealthy Steve, with deep cunning. 

“Heloise Beaufort?” repeated the Sultan reminis- 
cently, “Let me think.” 

While Half-fed Bedammit was thinking Stealthy 
Steve devoted all his energy toward the suppression 
of his internal excitement. He believed that what 
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the Sultan was about to say would clear up this 
great mystery. Presently Half-fed broke the 
silence: 

“Heloise Beaufort?—No, I do not remember 
ever having met any one by that name.” 

“What!” exclaimed the famous sleuth, throwing 
all convention to the winds, “Do you mean to tell 
me that you did not present Heloise Beaufort with 
a priceless gem known as the Big Blue Diamond, as 
a mark of your esteem?” 

“Big Blue Diamond?” echoed the Sultan in sur- 
prise. “I never heard of the Big Blue Diamond. 
Then the Sultan added with mock seriousness as he 
jabbed Stealthy Steve playfully in the ribs: 

“Mr. La Croix, I fear from your wild line of talk 
that you imbibed too much prune juice at break- 
fast.” 

Stealthy Steve looked pained, and this so amused 
Half-fed Bedammit that he held his sides, and 
laughed immoderately. 

“Ha-ha-ha!” exclaimed Stealthy Steve, as he 
joined in the chorus. “Darn good joke, that!” 

But as the great detective laughed in this forced 
manner he said to himself: “If Half-fed Bedammit 
thinks to throw me off the scent by a lie like that 
he’s the worst mistaken man in the Province of 
Hish-Hash.” 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Goes Prowling 
And Meets an Old Friend. 


&* 


“My, but Half-fed Bedammit is a cheerful liar,” 
thought Stealthy Steve to himself, when the Sultan 
wasn’t listening. “When he says that the Big Blue 
Diamond is a myth he’s trying to string me, that’s 
all. Vl bet my six-shooter that Big Blue Diamond 
is right here in this castle, and I propose to find 
it if I have to upset the old shack!” 

“By the way, Mr. La Croix,” resumed the Sultan, 
interrupting Steve’s heavy train of thought, “have 
you discovered any clues yet concerning the where- 
abouts of this Stealthy Steve, the Six-Hyed 
Slueth ?” 

“Yes,” replied Steve, again taking up his imper- 
sonation of La Croix, “I am of the opinion that he 
is not far away from here at the present writing.” 

“Good!” exclaimed Half-fed Bedammit, showing 
his yellow teeth. “Wait till I get my hands on him 
again!” 

“And what do you propose to do with him when 
you catch him?” asked Steve, as he carelessly 
lighted another cigarette. 

“Do with him?” shrieked the Sultan, grinning 
hideously. “Listen—I am going to chain him to 
a stake in the castle court! Then I shall pile wood 
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about him and set it on fire! After he is blistered 
well, I am going to unchain him and hitch a ninety- 
horse power ox train to each of his legs; then I shall 
start the oxen in opposite directions and rend him 
limb from limb—the accursed villain!” 

“Jimminy, but I’d hate to be in his boots!” said 
Stealthy Steve, turning away to laugh up his sleeve. 

At that instant a brilliant idea came to Stealthy 
Steve, and he threw a fit of exultation. Turning to 
the Sultan, he said: 


There, with bloodshot eyes, stood the ghost of Bill, The Bite. 


“Look here, Half-fed, in order to properly pursue 
my search for this Six-Eyed Sleuth, I shall have to 
have access to all parts of the castle at all hours of 
the day and night.” 

“That is easy,” replied the Sultan, removing from 
his belt a huge bunch of keys, “here are the keys 
to every door in my castle, including even the key 
to my private vault, which opens off my royal bed- 
chamber. In this vault I keep all my precious 
jewels, and the fact that I entrust you with the 
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key simply shows how much confidence I have in 
you.” 

“Thanks,” said Stealthy Steve, eagerly taking the 
keys. 

Thereupon, the great detective, known to the 
Sultan as La Croix, the French detective, excused 
himself and went away, ostensibly to search for 
himself, while Half-fed Bedammit went off to make 
preparations for the Six-Eyed Sleuth’s execution. 


It lacked five minutes of the midnight hour as 
Stealthy Steve emerged from the door of his bed- 
room. He wore gum shoes, and was disguised as 
a night watchman. Creeping stealthily along the 
corridor with his bullseye in one hand, his six- 
shooter in the other, and the bunch of keys in his 
teeth, he approached the Sultan’s bedchamber, and 
bending his ear to the keyhole, stopped to listen. 

All was quiet within. 

Quickly unlocking the door, Steve entered the 
room. 

Flashing the beam of the bullseye about the 
room, the great detective at length brought it to a 
focus on the face of the Sultan, who lay on his 
left side, sleeping deeply. 

Nothing broke the silence except Half-fed 
Bedammit’s loud snoring. Once or twice Stealthy 
Steve thought the Sultan was choking. Half-fed 
snored so loudly that a beautiful Etruscan vase (see 
footnote), wobbled perceptibly and the windows 
rattled. 

Turning away, Steve knelt before the door of 
the royal vault and fitted the key to the lock. 

Turning it quickly, he felt the great bolts shoot 
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back, and was just about to pull open the door 
when he heard a light step behind him. 

Opening the two eyes in the back of his head, 
which he was accustomed to use only in great 
emergencies, Stealthy Steve crouched there trans- 
fixed with horror! 

There, glaring down upon him, with bloodshot 
eyes, stood the ghost of Bill, the Bite. 

Footnote.— The author grants permission to those who have 


money to pronounce the word “ vase ”’ as if it were spelled “v-a-z,” 
the ‘‘a’’ having theasound of ‘‘a” in “ bah.” 
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Stealthy Steve Searches in Vain 
Among the Sultan’s Jewels. 
BA 


we 


“Hullo, Bill, where did you come from?” asked 
Stealthy Steve, the Six-Hyed Sleuth, of the ghost 
of Bill, the Bite. 

“You know very well where I came from,” 
answered the ghost. “Don’t you see I am wearing 
a pair of asbestos pants and a fireproof coat?” 

“Sh-h-h don’t talk so loud,” replied Steve; 
“youll wake up the Sultan. But tell me, Bill, are 
there no fire-escapes from your present place of 
residence ?” 

“None,” answered Bill, the Bite, with a sob in 
his voice. “Curse you, Stealthy Steve! Why did 
you force me to jump from the Lobster’s deck 
only to be swallowed by a shark? I will haunt you 
to your dying day—I swear it!” 

“Tut, tut, Bill,’ replied Stealthy Steve, lightly. 
“Let’s bury the hatchet and let bygones be by- 
gones; you are now dead and buried in a watery 
grave, so why should we revert to the horrible 
past ?” 

“That’s so,” said the ghost of Bill, the Bite, 
which at once perceived the force of Steve’s argu- 
ment. “Give me your hand, Stealthy Steve. I 
forgive you everything.” (See footnote.) 
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Steve at once grasped the hand of Bill, the Bite’s 
ghost, and shook it warmly. 

“By the way, Bill,” went on Stealthy Steve, “what 
sort of a place is Hell—are the guests provided with 
comfortable accommodations there, hot and cold 
water, etc. ?” 

“Lots of hot water, but no cold,” replied Bill, the 
Bite’s ghost. “There has been an ice famine in 
Hades, so I am told, for many years. As for heat, 


But alas, the Big Blue Diamond was not among them. 


none of us can complain; to begin with, the climate 
is quite sultry all the year round. Even in Decem- 
ber the thermometer often registers 300 or 400 in 
the shade; in July, of course, it’s much hotter. 
Just to give you an idea of the heat, I one day sat 
down on a stone by the roadside in mid-winter and 
burned the seat out of my Sunday pants in a few 
seconds.” 

“I suppose you have met a great many distin- 
guished persons in Hell?” 
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“Oh, yes—there’s Nero, for instance. Nero and 
I are very chummy; and Julius Caesar he’s boss fire- 
man over a brigade of coal heavers; I also had a 
talk with Ananias just before I left; he tells me he 
is about to build a hotel for summer boarders, but 
you can’t place much dependence on what he says; 
just between you and me, Ananias is an awful liar. 
Among the ladies I have met are Cleopatra, also 
Mrs. Borgia, who poisoned a whole burch of hus- 
bands; then there is 

But at this juncture, Half-fed Bedammit, the 
Sultan, who was sleeping on the bed in one corner 
of the room, gave utterance to a louder than ordi- 
nary snore, and the ghost of Bill, the Bite vanished 
into thin air. 

Stealthy Steve once more turned to the vault, and 
swung open the heavy door. 

There before him lay a wealth of precious gems 
of every description—emeralds and rubies by the 
quart, and pearls as big as one’s fist. There was 
also about half a bushel of diamonds. Stealthy 
Steve examined these critically, taking up each 
stone separately. 


But, alas, the Big Blue Diamond was not among them! 
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The Six-Eyed Sleuth Receives a Severe Shock 
and is Threatened with Nervous Prostration. 
&* 


Although fluent in the use of a dozen or more 
languages, Stealthy Steve was at a loss for words 
to express his deep disgust upon discovering that 
the Big Blue Diamond was not among those in the 
Sultan’s vault. 

“This makes me fatigued!” he groaned. “To 
think that I have made a journey of almost 15,000 
miles, have slept in strange beds, and even missed 
my regular meals, have suffered death, disaster and 
personal injury, only to find at the end of my 
search that the Big Blue Diamond is not in Ualf- 
fed Bedammit’s private vault!” 

After hissing the above to himself, Steve care- 
fully replaced the gems, closed and locked the vault 
and slipped quietly from the Sultan’s bedchamber. 

Next the sleuth visited the bastile where his rival, 
Etienne La Croix was languishing in durance vile, 
and unlocking the door, gave the French detective 
his liberty provided the latter would get out of 
Persia as fast as a double-humped camel could carry 
him. 

La Croix gladly consented to this, and hit the 
pike which led from the palace at a 2.10 clip. 

Stealthy Steve then crept to his own room, where 
he retired, and was soon sleeping sweetly. 
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The next morning, as Stealthy Steve (known to 
the Sultan as La Croix) and Half-fed Bedammit 
were breakfasting together, the royal messenger en- 
tered, carrying a large envelope. The Sultan re- 
ceived the envelope and read the address aloud: 

STEALTHY STEVE 
The Six-Eyed Sleuth, 


Fzedxygsh, 
Province of Hish-Hash, 
Important! Persia. 


“Ah-ha!” exclaimed Half-fed Bedammit, “Here is 


Ue is 
Gulping down a prune, the Six-Eyed Sleuth read the 
cablegram aloud. 


a cablegram addressed to the man we are after, 
which I will turn over to you.” 

Saying this, the Sultan gave Stealthy Steve the 
envelope unopened. 

“It is lucky this message has fallen into our 
hands,” observed Stealthy Steve coolly, as he 
opened the envelope and laid the cablegram before 
him on the table. 

As the great detective read its contents, his heart 
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sank within him, and the room seemed to swing in 
a circle. 

Never before in his professional career had the 
Six-Eyed Sleuth received such a shock. 

There before him lay but a brief message, but the 
words burned themselves into the tablets of his 
memory. 

It was a message that had come from far across 
land and sea, and it spoke briefly of a mystery which 
had long baffled a puzzling world. 

As Stealthy Steve re-read the message he realized 
that his quest of the Big Blue Diamond was at an 
end. 

He had journeyed far, far from the bosom of his 
family for naught. 

He had fought, suffered, bled and died only to 
have triumph and glory snatched from his hand in 
the last half of the ninth inning. 

Here is the message which so upset the great 
detective: 

“ New York, U.S. A., July 7, 1904, 
“SreattHy STEVE, The Six-Eyed Sleuth, 
“ Rzedxygsh, Hish-Hash Co., Persia. 


“ ree Big Blue Diamond has beenfound. Come to New "York at 
ce ‘“* HELOISE BEAUFORT.” 


Excusing himself from the table on the pretext 
of having a dreadful headache, Stealthy Steve. got 
his traps together, left the castle, and sailed for 
home in deep disgust, on the first train. 
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Stealthy Steve Learns the Truth at Last After 
Which, He Flees to the Bosom of His Family. 


& 


Three weeks to a day after the incidents narrated 
in the last chapter had occurred Mlle. Heloise Beau- 
fort, the famous actress, sat in her elaborately fur- 
nished boudoir reading the nice things which the 
morning newspapers said about her. 

Suddenly there was a knock at her door. 

Rising, she glided toward the door with a grace- 
ful glode, glancing into the mirror as she passed 
to see that her face was on straight. 

Then she threw open the door. 

Stealthy Steve, the Six-Hyed Sleuth, stood on the 
threshold. 

Before the great detective could speak, Heloise 
threw her arms about his neck and drew him closely 
to her. 

For an instant, Steve, brave man though he was, 
felt embarrassed. 

He realized that his position was a compromising 
one. 

Instinctively, he reached for his six-shooter, but 
his thought was quicker than his hand, and before 
he could whip out the weapon, he realized that this 
was no place to use firearms. 

Just then the actress pushed him into a chair. 
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Standing off, she gazed at him admiringly and ex- 
claimed: 

“Stealthy Steve, you have made me famous 

“T don’t quite translate you?” observed the 
sleuth, greatly mystified. 

“Listen,” began Mlle. Beaufort, as she sat down 
facing the detective. “To begin with, there never 
was a Big Blue Diamond!” 


1? 


The Six-Eyed Sleuth clasped Genevieve in his arms, while his 
seven offsprings clung to his coat-tails in frantic joy. 


“Wh-wh-wh-wh-at!” gasped Steve, in great dis- 
tress. 

“The loss of the Big Blue Diamond was a clever 
bit of fiction, thought up by my press agent in order 
to give me a little free advertising. We employed 
you to run down the supposed thief, knowing that 
your fame as a detective would give the case great 
publicity. That is why I sent you off to Persia on 
such a wild-goose chase.” 

“But,” protested the clever detective, “How do 
you explain the fact that Soloman, the broker, sold 
a case to the supposed thief in which he was to 
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carry the Big Blue Diamond to Persia, and how 
about the sum of $1,000 left at a New York bank 
to be collected by Bill, the Bite for putting me out 
of the way?” 

“That’s easy,” went on the actress, “both Solo- 
man and Bill, the Bite were employed by my press 
agent to make the theft appear genuine and, inci- 
dentally, to make you think that you were working 
on a genuine case.” 

“Well, you have succeeded in making a beautiful 
ass out of me, haven’t you?” said Stealthy Steve, 
beetling his eyebrows, and looking disagreeable. 

“Oh, V’ll make that all right,” said Mlle. Beaufort 
gaily, as she arose and walked to a chiffonier at one 
side of the room. Returning presently she extended 
toward the great detective a large, cumbersome 
bunch of bills, saying: 

“You have helped me win fame and fortune, and 
I wish to share my good luck with you—here are 
$25,000 counted out for you, which I hope will con- 
tribute somewhat toward healing your injured feel- 
ings.” 

Stealthy Steve arose quickly, and muttoned onto 
the roll. 

“Yes, this will help the sore spot considerable,” 
he said, smiling. Then he seized Mlle. Beaufort’s 
hand and carried it gallantly to his lips. 

“What are your plans for the future?” she asked 
tentatively. 

“Me for home and wife and children,” replied 
Stealthy Steve, as he bade her a hasty farewell and 
dashed from the room. 


An hour later, Stealthy Steve knocked on the 
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door of his own home at Suburbington-on-the-Hud- 
son. 

The portal swung open, and the next instant 
Stealthy Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth, clasped Gene- 
vieve in his arms, while his seven offsprings clung 
to his coat-tails in frantic joy. 

“Ah, my little wife,” he said, fondly, as he drew 
her to him, “It seems good to be back home again. 
Get my slippers, dearie, and my pipe. Then I'll sit 
down and tell you all about my quest of the Big 
Blue Diamond.” 
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In this day of “ guessing contests” it is inevitable 
that, were we to conclude this work without shed- 
ding a little light on some points that are obscure, 
a@ guessing contest would be inaugurated in order 
to clear up certain things which lie in shadow. 

To illustrate, there would likely be widespread 
speculation as to what brand of cigarettes Stealthy 
Steve smokes. The reader would naturally begin to 
guess as to whether Panamahatma is a bigamist or a 
populist. We would be harassed by queries con- 
cerning what brand of complexion cream is recom- 
mended by Mlle. Heloise Beaufort. 

Anticipating some of the main questions in ad- 
vance we give answers to them here: 

Mademoiselle Beaufort, the charming actress who 
did not lose the Big Blue Diamond, was happily 
wedded to Jack Hathaway and happily divorced six 
months later. 

Half-fed Bedammit, Sultan in and for the Province 
of Hish-Hash, is still doing business at the same old 
stand. He now has 113 wives and is looking for 
more, because he thinks 113 unlucky. Half-fed 
does not suspect to this day that Stealthy Steve and 
the person whom he thought Etienne La Croix to be 
one and the same individual. 

Half-fed Bedammit’s wife, No. 79, who was enam- 
ored of Stealthy Steve and who, on one occasion, 
saved his life from an ignominious death, pined 
away and died after the Six-Eyed Sleuth’s depar- 
ture. Sad! Sad! 

Panamahatma, the Sultan’s Chief Chopper, has 
not been quite right in his head ever since Stealthy 
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Steve swatted him with that 5-ton iron ball and who 
can blame him ? 

La Croix, the French detective, after being liber- 
ated by Stealthy Steve, travelled home by freight. 
La Croix hates the Six-Eyed Sleuth as he hates a 
snake, and has taken an oath to put tacks into Steve’s 
soup if he ever gets a chance. 

The ghost of Bill the Bite has not been seen since 
it visited Stealthy Steve in the Sultan’s bedchamber. 
The general opinion prevails that this was positively 
Bill’s farewell appearance. 

When Bungo Bing left Stealthy Steve hurriedly he 
never stopped running until he reached New York 
City. He is now employed on the police force there. 

Before leaving the city of Fzedxygsh, Steve paid his 
hotel bill with his camel which balanced all accounts. 

Do not repine, gentle reader, if this story has not 
turned out as you would have wished. Cheer up, it 
might have been worse. 
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